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ADVERTISEMENT. 

•f-  r 

_ '  \ 

ri 

THIS  musical  Drama  is  founded  on  the 
Poem  of  the  Lady  of  the  lake,  hut  as  the 
writer  s  humble  judgment  has  directed  him  to  se¬ 
lect,  rather  than  to  copy,  he  trusts  the  admirers 
of  the  Poem i  ivill  concede  to  him  the  indulgence 

A 

of  making  such  alterations  in  the  original  story, 
as  stage  necessity  has  induced  him  to  adopt . 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAE. 


The  Knight  of  Snowdoun . 

Sir  Roderick  Dhu . 

•* 

Trai-l  TlAncrla*; . . 

f  // 

Young  Douglas  . 

Earl  Mar.... . . . 

TV  nrm  a  n . . . . 

TvT  nolnnn . . 

Murdock . 

Olfl  Nnrman . . . . 

Monk.  . . 

W  a  rrt  pr . . 

T  h  h  11  a I  Ri-pnt- . 

Captain  of  the  Fort . 

First  Lieutenant . . . 

Second  Lieutenant . 

# 

Ellen . 

A  |  ire  . . . 

Isabel . . . 

Soldiers,  Highlanders,  Archers,  Lords  and  Ladies  of  the 

Court — Dancers. 
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ACT  I. 


S.CENE  I. 

.  nu,  <£$.€. 

,4  romantic  virti/on  the  Highlands — On  (mejide, 
a  rocky  prtfnontory,  with  a  path  leading?  down, 
which  ybuts  upon  a  lake — On  the  etUm  hde, 
a  cut-woody  with  rocks  intermingled — In  the  G , 
mid  it  .of  the  lake  is  an  island ,  luxuriantly 
wooded — In  the  back-groun ^  a  rocky  moun¬ 
tain— Among  the  rocks  I  a  white  horse  is  seen 

j  »  %  A 

dying — •  _ 

The  Knight  of  Snowdoun  leaning  on  a  hunting 
spear,  looking  at  him ,  *£*  £ 


SNOWDOUN. 


I  hat  struggle  was  thy  last — farewell,  my  gallant 
steed. — I  little  thought  the  Highland  eagle  would 
scream  thy  dirge,  and  batten  on  thy  matchless 
limbs,  f  Advances y  All  is  silent !  and  the  hun- 
dred  echoes  the  chase  provoked  are  sunk  to  rest 
—My  baffled  companions  have,  ere  now,  sought 
their  lowland  homes  ;  but  for  me  to  retrace  my 
steps  without  a  guide, through  this  rocky  labyrinth. 
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t  ft  V  Ellen  appears  upon  the  promontory,  listens. 


were  but  a  weary  waste  of  time  and  ■  strength. 
To-night  the  heathery  bank  must  be  my  bed, 
oak,-my-cano py.  ■  But,  hold^IIighlam^lmider- 
ere' may-boro- PQooyfr»  I  am  alone — Well,  let  the 
worst  befal — this  good  falchion  has  been  tried 
ere  now : — I’ll  seek  the  hill,  and  perhaps  my 
bugle  may  attract  some  straggling  hunter.  [Exit,  Hit 

C  ^  bugle  is  blown.  urrjfcjHsf  J 


then  comes  down. 


Ellen.  Father,  is  it  you  ?  Roderick,  was  it  thy 
powerful  blast  ?  yg 

Looking  outjind  seeing  the  Knight  of  Snozo- 


doun,  enters  a  boat ,  half  concealed  behind 


the  rocks f  and  pushes  it  from  land  with  a 
light  oar. 


Enter  the  Knight  of  Snowdoun. 


/  £  ffc  Ellen.  Speak,  who  are  you  ?  tell  your  purpose. 
^  ^  Snowd.  Fair  creature,  a  bewildered  hunter, 

who  till  this  day  ne’er  breathed  your  Highland 
air,  whose  keenness,  to  say  truth,  suits  not  a  hun¬ 
gry  man  so  scant  of  provender.  Yet,  surelv,  in 
that  gentle  bosom  sweet  sympathy  must  love  to 
If  dwell,  and  pity  urge  you  to  aid  a  wayworn  stran¬ 

ger. 

Ellen.  Stranger,— that  is  a  holy  name.  [She 
J  pleaves  the  bo  at. Such  welcome,  sir,  as  in  yon 

'  lonely  isle  a  sylvan  bower  affords,  be  it  mine  to 
offer.  [HysxpLC^s . gratitude . )  Nay,  deem  not 
this  a  courtesy ;  for,  did  our  deadliest  foeman 


d'»'rv 


i 
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claim  hospitable  aid,  protected  he  would  stay,  un¬ 
questioned  he  would  go. 

Snowd.  Sweet  enchantress! — Dull, blind  mortal! 
e  en  now  I  wailed  my  fate,  unseeing  the  happiness 
that  fortune  had  in  store. 

Ellen.  ( With  repelling  dignity.)  Sir — ! 

Snowd.  Nay,  frown  not,  lady ; — for  though  this 
heart  must  offer  adoration  to  those  charms,  ’twill 
be  as  pure  as  shrined  saints  receive  from  their  de¬ 
voted  pilgrims.  (Aside.)  Some  northern  chief¬ 
tain’s  daughter — What  matchless  beauty!  •» 

Ellen.  Where  can  my  maid  have  strayed  ?  'A  j 
)Aliee !  Ah,  her  belove^Norman  lives  down  the 
glen. — Alice  <!-^-no  Answer. — Stranger,  my  poor 
attentions  wait  your  acceptance.  ( Harp  and  ^ 

liar  met.)  Hark!  our  minstrel’s  notes  recal  my 
wandering  steps,  and  announce  our  humble,  but 
welcome  cheer’s  prepared. 

He  hands  her  into  the  boat ,  which  pushes  off 
^Jff  hind^the  promontory. 

\  v 

Enter  Alice.  /  tZ 

Alice.  Norman  not  at  home;  but  that  I  can 
forgive,  for  his  father  said  he  was  gone  to  the  old 
Monk,  to  speak  to  him  about — I  guess  what. _ 

Here  he  comes— No,  ’tis  red  Murdock. — I  wish  I 
could  avoid  him. 

Murdock  comes  dozen  the  promontory .  with  ^ 
a  dead  buck  on  his  f ^k7wh^rhElh^vs 
down. _ C  '  ’  ~ 

^  C  Mur.  So, — there’s  provender  enough — Ah,  my 
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bonny  Alice  here  and  alone. — See  how  bravely 
I’ve  provided  for  you  all! — What,  no  thanks? 
^ewtnrf?  Well,  when  just  dues  are  withheld,  we 
Highlandmen  make  free  to  seize  our  right. 
(' Catches  her  in  his  arms.) 

Alice.  Murdock,  stand  off,  or  I’ll  call  my  lady. 

Mur.  Where  is  she?  [Seeing  the  horse.)  What 
have  we  here  ?  A  dead  courser. — [Runs  about 
eagerly ,  then  looking  on  the  lake,  starts.)  Why, 
„  p  Alicea-quick, — look,  wench,  who’s  with  the  Lady 
Ellen? 

/?  Alice.  I  know  not — A  stranger. 

Mur.  By  this  brand,  a  Lowlander,- — perhaps  a 
spy. — Why  did  you  leave  your  lady  ? — But  when 
the  brave  Sir  Roderick  calls  her  bride,  and  you, 
his  gallant  henchman,  husband,  we’ll  teach  you 
what  duty  is. — Don’t  tremble ;  for  I  love  thee, 
Alice,  as  a  soldier  ought,  heartily,  fiercely  ;  but  I 
must  watch  this  Lowland  stranger;  so  farewell,  my 
bonny  Alice. 

Alice.  Murdock,  there’s  no  boat. 

Mur.  No  matter;  here  are  my  oars,  girl, — 

don’t  fear,  I  shall  not  drown. 

* 

Alice.  No,  Murdock, — thy  fate — 

Mur.  Spare  the  proverb.  Yet,  could  King 
James  catch  me  in  Holyrood,  he’d  doubtless  swing 
me  o’er  his  palace-gate.  But.  our  clan  is  rising  in 
the  Douglas’  cause,  and  when  the  fiery  cross  has 
sped  its  rounds,  we  may  make  the  young  King’s 
guard  quail  in  the  royal  porch. — Keep  safe  my 
Tartan.  [Having  untied  his  plaid ,  throws  it  to 
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her.)  Come,  my  good  sword, — blood  is  thy  drink, 

■"and  water  shall  not  stain  thee.  [Takes  his  sword 
in  his  mouth ,  and  jumps  into  the  lake")  jf*  p 

Alice.  How  I  dread  that  red,  ugly  Murdock ! 

I  wonder  my  sweet  Lady  Ellen  can  bear  to  think 
of  the  terrible  Sir  Roderick; — but  perhaps  this 
stranger  may  become  a  suitor.  (Norman  sings 
without.)  Ah,  here  is  Norman  !  if  he  says  Em  to 
be  married  to-day,  I  shall  be  so  terrified  !  (titters) 

Oh,  lie’s  so  good-humoured,  and  so  passionate  I 
— and  so  brave  a  soldier,  and  so  true  a  lover _ 

Enter  Norman.  h 

Norm.  (Singing.)  «  Yet  she  is  a  young  thing, 
just  come  from  her  mammy” — Alice, — kind  Alice, 

• — sweet  Alice, — my  Alice, — such  new^s,  you 
blushing  rogue  !  the  pipers  are  tuning  their  chan- 
ters,  the  girls  are  getting  the  garlands  ready,  and 
my  mother’s  getting  the  dinner  ready,  and _ 

Alice.  Norman,  you  are  out  of  your  wits. 

Norm.  I’m  going  to  be  married, —is  that  a 
symptom,  eh,  my  bonny  bride?  What  a  fond, 

merry  husband  you’ll  have  ! — no  grurn  looks, _ no 

anger — no,  no;  it  wrinkles  the  face, — spoils  the 
appetite,  cools  friends,  heats  foes,  makes  good 
bad, — and  bad  worse. 

Alice.  But  some  folks  can’t  help  it.  ( Tabor 
and  pipe.)  " 

Norm.  {With  irritation. )  Zounds,  I  sav  they 
can  help  it.  ^liTTTfhe^world  were  of  my  mind 
there ’d  be  no  more  quarrelling  and  fighting. 
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Alice.  But  there  will  soon  be  plenty,  for  our 
clan  is  arming  in  the  Douglas’  cause. 

Norm.  [Elated.)  Jn  the  Douglas  cause !  but 
when — where — how  ? 

Alice.  Why,  Norman,  you  kindle  like  dry 
heather. 

Norm.  Who  told  you  this? 

Alice.  Murdock. 

Norm.  [Angry)  Has  he  been  here  ? 

Alice.  Yes ;  but  don’t  be  in  a  passion — You 
know  I  only  laugh  at  him. 

Norm.  True;  ha!  ha!  [Sharply)  What  did  the 
rascal  say  ? 

Alice.  That  the  fiery  cross,  the  signal  for  the 
gathering,  would  be  carried  through  the  clan,  and 
then — 

Norm.  We  must  part,  my  girl — But,  first,  we’ll 
be  married,  and,  then,  fighting  will  follow  na¬ 
turally. 

Alice.  How  vexed  Murdock  will  be  !  for  he 
always  vowed,  with  horrid  oaths,  he  would  cross 
our  marriage. 

Norm.  Shocking  reprobate  !  Damn  him  ! — 
[Tabor  and  pipe)  But,  listen,  Alice!  the  merry 
tabor  calls  us, — ’tis  Cupid’s  summons,  and  we,  his 
liege  subjects,  must  march  at  the  word  of  com¬ 
mand. 
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Norman. 


Alice. 

Norman. 


Alice. 


Both. 


Norman. 

Alice. 

Norman. 

Alice. 

Both. 


t 


DUET. 

All  young  men  and  maids  to  my  standard 
draw  nigh, 

For  conqueror  Cupid’s  drill-sergeant  am  I. 

But  if  [  disdain,  Mr.  Sergeant,  your  lesson, 

If  you  won’t  volunteer,  I  must  list  you  by 
pressing. 

Now  your  manual  perform;  from  your  eye 
shoot  a  dart, — 

The  shaft  has  sped  true,  for  ’tis  fix’d  in  my 
heart.  \  Kneels. 

What  terms  do  you  grant  to  the  slave  of 
your  charms  ? 

I  grant  you  a  smile,  with  suspension  of  arms. 

[ Holding  out  her  arms ,  he  rises. 

( T abor  and  pipe. )  ^ 

The  little  wily  conqueror  beckons  us  to 
come, 

The  pipe  is  his  trumpet,  the  tabor,  his  drum. 

Then,  march,  march  to  Cupid’s  reveille. 

Should  a  Knight  with  insidious  arts  you  as¬ 
sail  ? 

The  shield  of  my  honour  defeats  their  avail ; 

But,  should  a  true  lover  lay  siege  to  your 
breast  ? 

A  blush- colour’d  signal  a  truce  must  request. 

Oh !  sweet  is  the  duty,  and  pleasing’s  the 
art 

Which  beats  such  a  warm  rub-a-dub  on  the 
heart ; 

It  revives  every  sense,  and  gives  courage 
anew, 

For  none  fight  so  well  as  the  man  that  loves 
\  true. 

The  little  wily,  &c.  [Exeunt.  /  £ 
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SCENE  IL 

~~  ^  ^  J*.  f 

The  sylvan  Bower.  f*  c 


A  rustic  building — In  the  centre ,  a  porch  formed 
by  unbarked  trees ,  wz7/z  zYy,  wild  clematis , 
dwrf  eglantine f climbing  round  them.  It  has 


fotdtng  doors ,  Teaching  to  an  apartment ,  and 


formed  of  wicker-work.  A  table ,  covered  with 
skins  of  Feasts — Ozz  each  side  of  the  porch , 


stagy  antlers ,  and  the  skins  of  beasts^  and 


birds  of  prey  are  fixed — Behind,  the  lake  and 


mountain  are  seen, 

Enter  Isabel.  $?/<? 

Isab.  Why,  Donald!  Bawldy !  Archy!  Will 


nobody  attend  to  me  ! — Ah  !  it  was  not  always  so. 

Oh,  Bothwell  Castle,  in  thy  noble  hall  and  long 
corridors  a  housekeeper’s  voice  has  justice  done  to 
it. — Is  this  a  dwelling  for  the  Douglas?  have  I 
Jived  to  see  him  a  reviled  and  banished  outcast, 
and  all  for  what  ?  because  forsooth  his  kinsman, 
the  Lord  Angus,  was  a  false  liegeman.  Why, 
Archy !  Donald  !  no  one  to  tend  this  stranger  ! 

Enter  Donald. 

a  fa 

You  lazy  loon,  carry  in  the  meat.  it 


Donald  enters  folding  doors ±  which  discover 
Snowdoun  and  Ellen  seated  at  table .  O 


The  doors  close— 


Who  can  he  be  ?  Should  the  Douglas  be  known  to 
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him,  alack  the  day,  what  woe  might  come  on’t ! 
And  here,  I  fear,  comes  the  Earl — No,  ’tis  my 
sweet  nephew,  M aclo on  ; — Oh,  lie’s  an  elegant 
creature  ! — has  been  in  the  South,  and  is  so  supe¬ 
rior  in  dress  and  manners  to  these  brawny  High¬ 
land  carls — Poor  boy  1  he  sighs  for  the  Lady  Ellen, 
and  why  not  ?  We  are  all  Douglases. 

/ 

Enter  Macloon  ( reading  a  paper),  ^  / 

Macl.  “  Oh,  iny  Ellen, 

There’s  no  telling 
Why  love  I  fell  in : 

Burst,  heart,  with  swelling, 

The  grave,  my  dwelling, 

Would  I  were  well  in!” 

. 

Beautiful  !  but  what  avails  it? 

Isab.  My  dear  Macloon!  Ah,  the  burning 
glances  of  Ellen  have  made  thee  pale,  my  pretty 
snowdrop. 

Macl.  Oh,  what  a  sex  is  yours!  The  learned 
clerk,  who  exposes  another’s  want  of  brains  by 
sound  argument,  you  despise ;  but  adore  the  fel¬ 
low,  that  does  it  with  the  slash  of  a  broad  sword  : 

_ Oh  !  I  wish  I  was  as  little  afraid  of  a  soldier  as 

the  women  are  !  Now  there’s  Lady  Ellen — when 
Sir  Roderick  comes  striding  along,  and  talks  of 
war,  she,  bending  her  snowy  neck,  eats  what  he 
thunders; — but  when  I,  in  Arcadian  strains;  pour 
out  my  soul,  pout  goes  her  mouth,  and  up  cocks 
her  nose,  as  much  as  to  say,  “  Macloon,  what’s 
your  beauty  to  Roderick’s  valour  ?” 
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Isab.  Her  frowns  are  caused  by  your  letting  the 
young  Douglas, — the  sister’s  joy,  the  father’s  hope, 
“■--’fall  into  the  hands  of  Earl  Mar’s  sold  iers. 

✓  Macl.  IIow  could  I  help  it  ?  I  am  sure,  when 
they  lushed  upon  us,  I  exclaimed — <(  Fear  not,  my 
brave  boy  !  never  will  we  basely  yield,  while  we 
can  run.” 

\ 

Isab.  You  advised  him  to  fly — 

Macl.  And  I  took  the  advice  I  gave. 

Isab.  Did  he  follow  ? 

Macl.  I  know  not •  for  I  scorned  to  look  behind 
at  the  wretches  who  pursued  us. 

Isab.  Well,  it  was  an  ill-star’d  hour. — But  now, 
Macloon,  if  you  wish  Ellen  to  smile  upon  you. 

Macl.  Oh  I — 

Isab.  Try  to  find  the  place  young  Douglas  is 
confined  in  ;  but,  proceed  with  caution. 

Macl.  Caution  !  that  gentleman  and  I  are  cro¬ 
nies,  quite  inseparable. 

;;  v  ~  •  •  ,  ;  :i 

Doors  opened  by  Donald ’.y  coming  out.,  di*rnVr* 

Ellen  and  the  Knightof  Snowdoun. 

Bless  me,  what  an  elegant  gentleman  !  dressed  in 
Lincoln  green,  how  becoming  !  That’s  the  true 
court-simper !  You  may  have  remarked  it  sporting 
about  my  mouth — Who  is  he? 

Isa*.  Why,  that  I  mean  to  find  out, 

»  .  ;  .-Tfrfp  «* 

[Harp  plays.) 
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Ellen  and  Snowden  advance .  ^ 

X  £  Snow.  ’Tis  all  enchantment— my  soul  is  spell- 
ound  !  That  mien,  that  grace,  bespeak  superior 
irt^’  glassy,  lake  reflects  not  its 'banks 

truly,  than  finimntcil  glunce  declan .t, 

tho-mavements  of- guileless  heart?  Oh,  tell 
me  tell  thy  true  knight,  when  in  the  tournament 
1  throw  down  my  gauntlet,  proclaiming  thy  peer- 
less  beauties,  what  name  ?— — 

'jt  t  Ellen.  Oh  !  Isabel -  [Alarmed) 

.  SnoWd'  More  mystery!  Pardon  my  tongue’s 
mtmarm-^-Ta  hlanch-that  chook-wfch-fear,  were 
but  aU~.llL  return  far.-thy-kmri  i _ Xjlus> 

then,  and  no  more — should  oppression  reach  this 
lonely  isle,  or  war  deface  that  sylvan  bower,  my 

sword  would  fly  from  its  shelter  to  protect,  or  to 
avenge  thee. 

IsAB-  B[*t,  courteous  sir,  how  should  we  know 
where  to  seek,  and  how  to  summons  our  champion? 

Snowd.  Well  you  chide  my  silence; — l  am  the 
Knight  ofSnowdoun,  and  my  duty  is,  to  ward  the 
palace  and  person  of  Scotland's  king. 

Ellen.,  (Apart.)  Ah!  an  attendant  on  King 

James — Oh,  Isabel,  should  my  father  come ! _ Call 

a  guide, — this  instant. 

Isab.  Without  there !  ^  ^ 

Enter  Murdock.  ^ 

Tr  Mur-  Here,  at  your  bidding.  (Eyeing  the 

.  0F  ^nowdoun  eagerly ,  and  goes  round.) 

. •  . “■ 
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Ellen.  No,  not  Roderick’s  henchman,  not  the 
wily  Murdock — let  your  nephew  be  his  guide,  he’ll 
lead  into  no  danger,  that,  at  least,  we’re  sure  of. 
(Scornfully.)  Look  out,  my  good  Isabel.  [Exit 
Isabel."}  [Xb  Macloon.J  Give  safe  conduct  to 
this  stranger;  be  sure  let  not  the  name  of  Douglas 

escape  your  lips.  ,■ ■ 

Macl.  To  hear  is  to  obey,  lovely  Ellen.  (  f 

Snowd.  Ellen ! 

Ellen.  Heaven  and  our  Lady’s  grace  protect 
you,  sir.  [Exit  Ellen.  ^ 

Snowd.  Gone  !  Why  that  alarm?  But  we  will 
meet  again,  dear  maid. — Earth  owns  not  a  place 
so  secret,  but  this  heart  will  find  thee.  (. Looking 
afterjier.)  7Z 

Mur.  (To  Macl.)  Where  will  you  lead  him? 

Macl.  To  the  dear  south. — How  I  shall  be 
received  by  the  ladies  of  his  castle,  caressed,  ex¬ 
alted  ! 

Mur.  To  the  next  tree— and  ’twere  pity  the 
crow  should  mar  these  dainty  limbs !  Tis  a 
wheedling  spy,  sent  by  King  James.— —Conduct 
him  near  the  Goblin’s  Cave — I’ll  be  there. 

Macl.  But  what  reasons  can  you  produce  to 
convince  my  mind,  that — (Murdock  bares_  part 
of  his  dirk.)  Oh,  quite  satisfactory.  (Murdock 
ivfirriTup  the  stage.)  Sweet  Knight  of  Snow- 
dornfl  love  The  south,— have  sojourned  in  King 
Harry’s  court. — I  could  rehearse  some  right  pithy 
and  well-conceited  tales  of  him. 

Snowd.  Good  hap  for  me,  sir,  not  only  to  find 
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guidance,  but  instruction;  for,  in  Scotland  our 
knowledge  of  the  south  is  scant. 

Macl.  True ;  for  though  numbers  wind  their 
way  thitherward,  they  somehow  have  not  a  happy 
knack  at  finding  their  way  back  again.  Please 
you,  advance. 

Snowd.  My  guide  must  lead. 

Macl.  By  spur  and  spear  I  vow  a  pretty  gen¬ 
tleman  !  “  Oh,  my  Elien !  The  grave,  my  dwell¬ 
ing,  would  I  were  well  in !”  , 

,  [ Exeunt ,  ceremoniously.  '  ' 


Enter  Ellen, 

Ellen.  He’s  gone;  and  with  him  my  fears  for 
a  father’s  safety — How  fares  Sir  Roderick  Dhu, 
clan  Alpine’s  warlike  chief? 

Mur.  I  left  him.  Lady,  in  parley  with  Earl 
Douglas,  on  a  theme,— dear  to  them  both. 

Ellen.  What  theme? 

Murd.  Your  peerless  self. 

Ellen.  Ah! — 

M  ur.  cc  Give  me,”  (cried  my  chief)  cc  but 
beauteous  Ellen  s  hand,  and  the  Douglas  shall 
not  hide  in  covert,  like  a  hunted  quarry — Each 
mountain  ^lan  will  make  your  cause  its  own — 
My  nuptial  song  shall  be  our  foeman’s  dirge — 
My  nuptial  torch  shall  light  a  thousand  villages 
in  flames. 

Ellen,  Dreadful!  no  more — speak  of  my 
father. 

Mur.  Pointing  to  me,  he  frowning  said,— 

B  2 


u  Dismiss  your  henchman,”  I  obeyed. — But  now 
for  glorious  war, — and  see,  they  prepare  the  fiery 
cross!  the  points  are  scathed  in  the  victim’s  blood. 
T  must  receive,  and  forward  it;  and  woe  to  him, 
that  dares  to  disobey.  Beseech  you.  Lady,  in 
your  orisons,  drop  one  bead  for  the  rough  soldier, 
that  battles  in  your  cause.  [Exit. 

Ellen.  Oh,  Roderick, — when  thy  wild  passions 
glpam-like  angry  meteors  through  the  midnight 
sky,  I  tteU  with  anguish ; -nay^  if  a  Douglas  may 
own  the  wordy  with  foar  ■■Yoty  generous  man, 
can  I  forget  when,  like  a  stricken  deer,  my  father 
was  disowned  by  every  courtly  minion,  that  thou 
alone  gav’st  aid  and  shelter  ?  Must  not  a  daughter 
bless  the  hand,  that’s  raised  to  vindicate  a  parent? 
— Yes,  Roderick;  tis  a  sacred  debt,  and  I  with 
life  would  pay  it. 


Enter  Earl  Douglas. 


My  honour’d  father! 

Doug.  Ellen,  my  dear,  and,  now,  perhaps,  my 
only  child.  [ Embracing.) 

Ellen.  Nay,  fear  not  for  the  young  Douglas’ 
safety.  Earl  Mar’s  a  Christian  knight,  and  sure 
I  am  the  gallant  boy  will  win  his  warder’s  love, — 
therefore,  take  comfort. 

Doug.  Comfort !  O,  could  I  see  thee  in  thy 
pride  of  place,  the  leading  star  of  every  eye,  the 
theme  of  every  poet’s  song,  then — 

Ellen.  Nay,  father,  though  transplanted  to 
this  wild,  I  do  not  sicken — that  little  flower  sheds 
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its  sweets,  and  drinks  of  heaven’s  dew  as  freely 
as  if  sheltered  in  a  royal  garden — And,  then,  for 
female  sway, — can  I  not  with  silken  twine  lead 
the  unconquer’d  Roderick? 

Do  ug.  Ill  theme  hast  thou  chosen  for  levity, 
my  child, — that  obdurate  chieftain  prepares  for 
war,  and  asks  as  his  reward,  thy  hand; — 
nayer.  sha  1.1 — th at-, an gel  form  become  the  me^d-of 
discord,  and  intestine.,  slaughter.  And  sooner 
will  the  Douglas  live  on  the  world’s  cold  charity, 
than  level  rebellious  spear  against  his  king — For 
no  matron  shall  wail  hpr  mnrdrrrd  rhild^  nor 
revere nd-sirRj  -a.ga.ins«-....nai.urp,«i  law  tn.iLa 

tomb,  the  .you-thfuF  prop- that  should  sustain  hie 

feeMo  ftgco  I  now  can  claim  the  proud  distinc¬ 
tion  of  a  wronged,  but  loyal  subject,  and  shall  I 
sink  to  the  base  level  of  treason  and  revenge  ? 
No,  my  Ellen,  we  must  fly  this  sylvan  bower,  to 
some  rude  shelter  unknown  to  Roderick.  o 

Ellen.  ( With  repret.)  Unknown  to  Rederick ! 

Doug.  By  that  alone  can  I  avert  the  war, — 
assert  my  loyalty  and  truth, — save  Roderick  from 
the  vengeance  of  King  James,  and  preserve  the 
life  of  thy  innocent,  but  enthrall’d  brother. 
Away,  my  child! 

Ellen.  I  obey. 

Doug.  Did  subjects  visit  on  a  monarch’s  head 
the  evils  wrought  by  crafty  ministers,  hard  fate 
for  him  who  wears  a  crown.  No,  beloved  but 
misguided  king,  Douglas  is  still  thy  faithful 


liegeman — Storms  may  swing  the  oak  until  it 
groans,  but  cannot  root  it  from  its  native  soil. 

Ellen.  Roderick,  farewell.  [Exeunt,  sv /\ 


SCENE  III. 


u 


A  View  of  an  Highland  Village — A  rustic  Bridge— £  (2t 
On  ojie  side  an  old  Abbey  Gale.  Jl  2 

>  y  _ _ _ „ _ 

Enter  in  procession  Highland  men  and  women 
gaily  dressed ,  preceded  by  pipers,  their  pipes 
ornamented  with  ribbons — They 
pass  towards  the  Abbey  gate — Old  Norman 
brings  up  the  rear  of  the  dancers ,  and  is  fol¬ 
low  ecVby  Alice  and  Norman. 


dance  as  they 


Old  N.  Well  danced,  I  say  !  By  St.  Andrew, 
I  feel  jollier  than  even  on  the  day  I  married  your 
mother;  for,  say  wfrpt  WP  wlUj  fairing  q,  wnman 

\jvJLtfQ  doe»-Tnako  doubts- -and  qualms  come  ever 
^ls— -But  you  are  not  frightened,  eh,  my  boy! 

Nor.  Ha!  ha!  not  much,  father.  Welcome, 
my  kind  neighbours — what  shall  I  say?  That’s 
£  2  Z  my  cabin, — there’s  its  bonny  housewife,  and  here’s 
^  the  hand  to  welcome  you.  Over  the  ingle  hangs 
venison,  and  a  broad  sword! — command  either — 
The  motto  to  both — is  come  and  cut  again — But 
my  sweet  Alice,  they  look  for  a  welcome  from 
that  pretty  mouth. 

Alice.  Indeed !  I’ll  do  my  best. 


SONG — Alice. 


I  dedicate  my  lay  to  thee, 

Endearing  hospitality ! 

Thy  jocund  eye,  thy  friendly  glow, 

Can  warm  amid  December’s  snow  ; 

Can  wreath  a  smile,  unbend  a  frown, 

Change  heather  bed  to  couch  of  down. 

And  I’ll  sing  nonny  O, 

In  merry  glee 
Join  minstrelsy, 

In  Norman's  bower,  so  bonny  O  ! 

Then  live  with  me  in  lowly  cot, 

And  friends  content  with  humble  lot ; 

The  bowl  shall  tell  each  honest  wish, 

Good  will  shall  sweeten  every  dish. 

And  I’ll  sing,  &c. 

■m 

Abbey  bell  rings — and  gate  opens. 

Nor.  See — the  Abbey  gate  opens — Come,  to 
the  priest,  my  bride — Now,  red  Murdock  and 
fickle  fortune,  I  defy  you  both. 

[As  they  advance  to  the  Abbey.] 

B^^Murdock  rushes  on  the  bridge ,  bearing  the  fiery 

cross ,  ^ 

Mur.  Forbear!  (Advances .)  Behold  the  fiery 
cross — the  muster-place  is  Lanrie  Mead— Speed, 
Norman,  speed  thee  with  the  signal— To  the  race 
_ Away!  (Places  it  in  Norman’s  hands,) 
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Alice.  Were  there  no  hands  to  place  it  in  but 
Norman’s  ? 

^ C  Mur.  [Exulting. )  He  may  resign  it  to  an¬ 
other. 

Nor.  No,  Murdock,  though  it  blast  my  fondest 
hopes,  thou  shalt  not  tempt  me  to  dishonour. 
Away  with  joy  and  revelry!  Friend1 — Father! 
- — Alice ! — My  betrothed  ! — Farewell !  And,  then. 


stand  forth  the  man,  who  can  outstrip  Norman, 
in  speeding  his  chieftain’s  cause.  [Exit  Norman. 

Mur.  Ha,  ha !  I  saw  a  tear. 

Old  N.  Well,  the  breeze  will  dry  it — There 
he  goes — see  how  he  climbs !  Now  he  springs  the 
moss,  now  he  threads  the  brake — Leap  not  that 
crag !  he  has,  he’s  my  own  brave  boy. 

Mur.  Arm  !  Arm  !  and  out — ( The  men  rush 
out)  (Apart.)  Ah!  well  remembered — the  Low¬ 
land  stranger — the  Goblin’s  Cave  !  I  must  away. 
Who’ll  lead  the  clansmen  to  the  muster-place  ? 


Old  N.  That  will  I. 

Mur.  (To  Alice.)  Ha,  ha! — I  have  marred 
your  cooing.  [Exit  Murdock.  ■£ 

( The  men  return  armed. ) 

Old  N.  Give  me  my  old  claymore,  and  my 
battered  target. — Now,  brave  pipers,  sound  a 
loud  pibroch, — Let  Alpine’s  banner  float,— sun 
your  gleaming  blades,  strike  your  clattering 
shields,  and  troop  to  Sir  Roderick’s  aid. 
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CHORUS. 

Now  tramp,  and  tramp,  o’er  moss  and  fell, 
The  batter’d  ground  returns  the  sound; 
While  breathing  chanters  proudly  swell, 
Clan  Alpine’s  cry — is  u  Win  or  die.” 

SOLO.— Alice. 

Guardian  spirits  of  the  brave, 

Victory  o’er  my  Norman  wave  ! 


CHORUS. 


Now  tramp,  and  tramp,  &c. 

[ Exeunt .  /  ^ 

D  U.  Z 


■A «.  “V c'- 


SCENE  IV. 


A  Defile  between  Mountain.  /£ 

^11,  ,  -  " 

/  2  Enter  Macloon  and  the  Knight  of  Snowdown. 


Macl.  [Apart.)  The  Goblin's  Cave  is  not  far 
off,  but  I  don’t  see  Murdock — I  must  go  back, — 
and  dare  not  go  on— I’ve  some  idea  that  I’m  very 
much  frightened.  Shall  I  tell  you  another  of  my 
comical  stories?  [In  a  melancholy  tone.) 

Snowd.  Lovely  Ellen ! 

Macl.  Lovely  Ellen ! 

Snowd.  On,  buffoon ! 

Macl.  Yes,  Sir  Knight — this  way — [Walks 
round  the  stage.) 

Snowd.  Thou  art  surely  bewildered. 
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M  acl.  Oh,  no  y — -this  leads  to  the  Gob— to — 
to— the  south. 

Snowd.  The  setting  sun,  which  now  shines  on 
thy  unworthy  face,  gives  thee  the  lie — If  thou 
prove  traitor  to  thy  trust — [Laying  his  hand  on 
his  sword.) 

Macl.  (Kneeling.)  Noble  Knight,  pity  a  ten¬ 
der  youth,  *Kmp(4*.) 

Enter  Murdock. 


Oh,  my  dear  Murdock !  (. Jumping  up.)  How  glad 
I  was  to  see  your  red  curly  head  pop  up. 

Murd.  Silence !  Please  you,  sir,  to  accept  my 
better  services ;  this  boy’s  sorry  limbs  are  weary. 

Macl..  Sorry  limbs  ! 

Mur.  And,  to  say  truth,  his  understanding 
holds  not  better  pace.  Begone ! — home  to  thy 
mother — Caudles  and  possets  may  restore  thee. 

Macl.  But,  with  your  leave.  I’ll  salute  the  gal¬ 
lant  Knight  at  parting — I’ve  a  reason, — (Murdock 
hares  his  dirk) — but  that’s  a  much  better.  [Exit.  gf 

Snowd.  (Apart.)  Sure,  treachery  and  ambush 
are  prepared.  Heart,  hold  thy  steady  pulse ! 

rMuRDOCK  shouts .  £ 
(Draws.)  What  meant  that  shout  F* 

Mur.  See,  noble  sir — it  was  to  scare  yon  ravens 
from  your  dead  courser’s  body. 

Snowd.  Well  had  it  been  for  thee,  my  gallant 
steed,  had’st  thou  ne’er  snuffed  this  Highland  air, 
and,  perhaps,  well  for  me.  On,  fellow  !  but  give 
to  these  echoes  one  word  more  ’tis  at  the  cost  of 
life!  (Lays  hold  of  Murdock’*  plaid,) 


A  harp  sounds T  at  some  distance T  the  air  played. 

in  Scene  IJ . 

Ah  !  that  well-known  strain — 

In  the  act  of  listening  he  averts  his  face 

from  Murdock. 

Mur.  Thou  art  in  the  toil.  [Exit. 

Snowd.  It  whispers  to  my  heart  its  mistress  is 
near.  Ah,  the  villain  gone  !  then  Fm  betrayed. 

If  death  must  come,  Ellen,  I’ll  meet  it  in  thy 

[Exit, 


arms. 


^P/£P 


SCENE  V. 


uv.  The  outside  of  the  Goblin's  Cav 


J  ^ 

2  A* 


Douglas  on  a  bani,  asleep — Alice  playing  a_  £ 
harpy — Ellen  motions  her  to  silencjj^aiifap- 
proaches  Douglas. 


Ellen.  Alas  !  terrific  visions  haunt  his  slumbers, 
and  render  sleep  a  mere  escape  from  care,  not  a 
restorer  of  exhausted  nature. 


Enter  Norman. 


Nor.  ( Exclaims )  Where  is  Earl  Douglas: 
Ellen.  Hush  F 

f  €  Doug.  (Starting  up)  Who  calls  on  Douglas  ? 
^  Ah,  my  good  Norman,  was  it  you? 

Nor.  My  dear  Lord,  as  I  alone  was  honoured 
by  your  confidence,  I  thought  it  would  be  an  ill 
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return  for  all  your  kindness  to  me  and  my  dear 
Alice,  did  I  not  inform  you  of  what  has  happened. 

Doug.  Speak  !  good  fellow. 

Nor.  E’en  now  Sir  Roderick  crossed  my  path 

Anguish  and  rage  convulsed  his  breast— He 
cried,  Ellen,  from  thee  alone  will  I  receive 
my  doom”  —  Then,  bade  me  follow  to  the 
Isle ;  but,  when  he  saw  his  favourite  bower  de¬ 
serted,  his  fury  knew  no  bounds! — Scouts  were 
sent  out  to  discover  your  retreat,  with  orders  to 
stay  your  further  progress. 

Doug.  Ah ! 

Nor.  Those,  (he  cried)  who  refuse  to  press 
their  fortunes  to  the  wished-for  goal,  must  be 
compelled  to  act.” 

Doug.  Compelled  by  him  !  Perish  my  name, 
if  I  forgive  this  wrong  !  My  Ellen,  he  will,  no* 
doubt,  bend  thy  free  will  to  his  command. 

Ellen.  Never,  my  father !  Rndgrirl-  h*  ^nn 
gee.  to  fchio  heart ! — Relievo  mo^  oit*,  that  passion, 
which  virtue  and  respect  refuse  to  cherish,  will 
not  long  find  shelter  in  this  breast. 

Doug.  I’ll  instant  seek  for  thee,  my  child,  a 
holy  shrin^— Received  into  the  Church’s  sacred  r 
j~b osom,  tliou  must  become  the  bride  of  heaven. 

I  Ellen.  (Bowing  solemnly,)  So  be  it.  , 

Doug.  Oh  thou,  that  gav’st  her,  will  pardon* 
JM^epming  tear  lyTHTf  return  that  cave  must' 
shelter  thee— The  vulgar  dread  of  hags  and  gob¬ 
lins,  which  superstition  has  made  it  teem  with. 
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may  secure  thy  safety.  Farewell — keep  closest  ^ 

privacy,  my  child.  [Exit, 

Alice.  My  dear  Norman,  I  shall  love  you 
for  this  more  than  ever. 

Nor.  The  brave  Sir  Roderick — 

Ellf.n.  Let  me  not  hear  the  name  of  him, 
who  dare  insult  my  father — This  gloomy  cav^ 
shall — 


Nor.  Nay,  enter  not  yet,  Lady — I’ll  climb 
the  crag,  and  should  any  of  our  clan  approach. 
I'll  give  timely  notice ;  I’ve  a  tolerably  keen  eye, 
have  not  I,  Alice?  [ Exit  Norman. 


Ellen.  Thanks,  good  Norman. 

f 


Enter  the  Knight  of  Snowdo_un\. 


(. Faintly  shrieking.)  Oh,  stranger,  what  ill  hap 
hasTrought  you  to  this  place  ? 

Snowd.  Ill  hap !  that  gives  me  to  behold  that 

angel  face ! 

Ellen.  Each  pass  is  guarded — Your  life  may 
be  the  forfeit  of  your  rashness. 

Snowd.  My  safety  I  hold  but  light,  if  weighed 

against  my  love. 

Ellen.  Alas !  the  meanest  slave  in  Roderick’s 
clan  could  not  be  bribed  to  guide  you— E  en  I 

stand  on  the  brink  of  peril. 

Snowd.  Then,  let  me  snatch  you  from  this  rude 
scene  of  feud  and  war.  Oh,  Lady,  this  wild  and 
fleeting  hour,  allows  not  those  approaches  of 
gentleness  and  respect,  which  courtesy  should 
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pay  to  maiden  modesty.  Accept  the  homage  of 
my  knee — receive  my  hand,  my  heart.  (Kneels.) 

Ellen.  Forbear. — Oh!  spare  me — Alas,  my 
family  are  poor,  and  exiled  !  To  link  with  this 
attainted  hand  were  infamy. 

Sngwd.  Infamy  and  thee  ! 

Ellen.  Nay,  then,  hear,  and  pity  me.  I  own 
a  passion,  nay  more,  an  unworthy  one — Xhe 
dfath-pang&.n£-hnpp  now  struggle  in  t]lig  boPOTTp 
and  like  a  matron,  J-.hat  snrmws_a>£iJipr 

infant's  fntnh,,iT -™n 

despair! — Thou  hast  my  secret, — be  generous, 
and  leave  me.  . 

f  Norman  (without)  ivhistJjes^J 

Ellenv~  Ah,  the  signal  of  approaching  danger  ! 

Snowd.  The  chase  is  up ;  but  they  shall  find 
the  phafed  lion  a  dangerous  foe. 

Ellen.  Away, — and  save  your  noble  life. 

Snowd.  5Tis  now  but  little  worth  my  care. 
Farewell,  and  may  the  happiness  I  have  lost,  be 
added  to  your  sum!  (Going*  returns.)  Hold, — 
one  word  more. — It  chanced  Lady,  that  this  arm 
preserved  King  James’s  life — The  grateful  mo¬ 
narch  gave  me  this  ring,  vowing  that,  whatever 
boon  it  begged,  should  freely  be  bestowed; — 
take  it,  dear  maid — and  if  he,  who  places  on 
this  hand  another  ring,  love  half  so  truly  as  I 
have  done,  thy  virtues  will  be  rewarded — No 
thanks — In  thy  extremity  of  ill  seek  the  King, 
his  pledge  to  Snowdoun’s  Knight  from  any  hands 
he’s  bound  to  ransom— but.  Oh !  from  Ellen’s — 


{ taking  her  hand ,  — rareweli  a)  /  fj 

Far^fc  a  {Exit.  ?U  Z 

Enter  Norman,  //I.  — 

Nor.  Shelter,  Lady ; — some  of  our  clan  wind 

down  the  mountain. — In — in — 

( Exit  Ellen  into  the  cave* — y* 
Alice.  Now,  Norman,  let  us  pretend  to  he 

fond. 

Nor.  Pretend! 

Alice.  I  mean,  let  us  show  more  fondness 
than  we  should,  if  we  knew  any  body  was  by. 


Music  strikes  up. 
Soldiers  enter  over  the  bridge . 


1st  SOLDIER.  What,  ho,  clansman,  ho! 

The  time’s  awry 


To  whine  and  sigh : 

Pray,  is  it  like  a  soldier  bold, 

In  dalliance  soft  his  arms  to  fold  ? 
No,  comrade,  no ! 


Norman.  Why,  ho,  clansman,  hoi 

No  time’s  amiss 
To  snatch  a  kiss  ; 

Pray,  is  it  like  a  soldiei  s  friend. 
To  mar  the  sport  he  cannot  mend  ? 
No,  comrade,  no ! 


Alice.  why,  ho,  Hector,  ho . 

What  envy  you 
My  soldier  true  ? 

The  fond  embrace  with  which  we  part, 
Will  steel  his  sword,  will  nerve  his  heart. 
Go,  Norman,  go! 
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Ts  orman.  Now  troop  it  away  o’er  mountain  and 

brae. 

Delay  by  our  chieftain’s  forbid. — 

1st  Soldier.  His  favour  we  bind,  if  the  Douglas  we 

find, 

And  perhaps  in  that  cave  he  lies  hid. 

(Norman  and  Alice  alarmed.) 
Troops.  We’ll  enter  here. 

Alice  &Nor.  Dread  sprites  abound  ; 

Troops.  Let  them  appear, 

Nor.  &  Alice.  ’Tis  haunted  ground. 

Alice.  Mortals,  forbear  ! 

Ellen  [within^.  Mortals,  forbear  1 

Troops.  We  will,  we  will — in  mercy,  spare. 

And  rather  face  King  James’s  train, 

Than  hear  those  awful  sounds  a^ain. 

i  O 

And  rather  toil  and  danger  brave, 

Than  venture  near  the  Goblin’s  Cave. 

Away,  away,  from  fiend  and  spell. 

Norman.  ’Tis  done ! 

Alice.  She’s  safe, 

Norman.  Adieu ! 

Alice.  Farewell ! 

[ Exeunt , 

/  &-///?  ./ 

\  ‘  I  _  jC.  's'  *  @ 


/*. 


j  (frfelun. 


-fcNO'OF  'ACTI. 


» 


ACT  II. 
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rtusU.  c 


SCENE  I. 


A  *  rocky  promontory — On  of  the  stage 


A 


a  watch-fire ,  and  wallet  nmn**rt- 


& 

Near  it 


stands  a  Highland  Warrior,  Zn.y  arm  resting 
on  his  shield — He  looks  on  the  ski/,  absorbed 
in  meditation — Enter  the  Knight  of  Snow- 
do un,  exhausted  with  fatigue —  The  Warrior. . 
starts  on  seeing  him,  braces  his  targe±andjid- 
vances.  '/I  &  • 


se 


SNO^VDOUN 


• ;  "v 

1  frozen  gale  that  sweeps  the  wold  has  chilled 
me  to  the  heart  ;  hunger  feeds  on  my  strength, 
and  humbles  man  to  helpless  infancy — Should  my 
pursuers  now  o’ertake  me,  I  were  an  easy  prey. 

War.  Stand,  or  thou  diest ! — What  art  thou  ? 

Snowd.  A  Lowland  stranger. 

War.  The  friend  of  Roderick  ? 

Snowd.  No. 

War.  Thou  darest  not  call  thyself  his  foe! 

Snowd.  I  dare  ; — the  mortal  foe  of  every  mis¬ 
creant  rebel. 

War.  Ah  !  where’s  thy  pass  ? 
i  c 


fu. 

_ _  M  — 
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Snowd.  Here, by  my  side.  (Touching  his  side.) 

War.  Thou  art  some  spy. 

Snowd.  Restore  but  to  this  arm  its  wonted 
strength,— then  bid  Sir  Roderick  tell  me  so,  I’ll 
write  the  falsehood  in  his  blood. 

War.  Bold  words  ! — What  are  thy  wants  ? 

Snowd.  Rest,  food,  and  fire. 

War.  They  are  thine — sit  down. 

Snowd.  As  freely  as  ’tis  nobly  given,  I  take  thy 
proffered  bounty.  ( Crosses  to  the  Jire r Qnd.  jUl 
down.) 

[Warrior  sets  heforehfmjifmf  andjyrovi- 
sion,  which  he  takes  out  of  the  wallet . 

War.  Now,  mark  me^lt ranger — As  clansman 
to  this  miscreant,  Roderick,  my  duty  calls  me, 
weary  as  thou  art,  to  win  thy  sword  or  life;  but 
not  for  clan  nor  kin — no,  not  for  my  soul’s  price, 
would  I  harm  the  foe  that  seeks  my  aid.  Then, 
bask  thee  in  the  genial  blaze  as  cheerily,  as  though 
encircled  by  thy  kindred  ;  and  ere  we  part — I’ll 
prove  to  thee,  proud  Lowlander,  that  martial 
faith  and  princely  courtesy  hold  as  high  place  in 
Alpine’s  rugged  clan,  as  in  the  pensioned  band  of 
silken  courtiers. — Well,  how  fares  it  now  ? 

Snowd.  Much  revived  in  nerve  and  spirit. 
(Rises  and  comes  forward.)  ^  C  • 

War.  Aye,  aye,  some  rest  allowed,  and  all  will 

be  well. 

Snowd.  It  must  be  short for  business  of  high 
import  to  Scotland’s  King  demands  my  care. 

War.  (Aside.)  Indeed! — Well,  soon  as  the 
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heath-bird  crows,  I’ll  be  thy  guide  through  watch 
and  ward,  till  thou  hast  passed  clan  Alpine’s  bor¬ 
der. — Then,  stranger,  thy  safety  must  rest  upon 
thy  sword. 

Snowd.  And  in  return,  brave  Mountaineer,  if 
thou  wilt,  I’ll  be  thy  guide  to  Stirlings’  Court. — 
I  have  some  leading  there,  and  may  chance  to 
aid  thy  fortunes  with  the  King. 

War.  Sir,  I  should  starve  at  the  trade — My 
frame’s  too  stubborn  for  it ; — for  well  I  know  that, 
up  the  courtly  hill,  they  gain  the  summit  soonest. 


who  crawl  to  reach  it. 

Snowd.  How  then  can  I  reward  thy  hospita¬ 
ble  care  ? 


War.  By  silence,  and  acceptance.  What  ho  ! 
— look  to  the  guard  ! — keep  eagle  watch  ! — Come, 
here  lies  our  way.  [ Exeunt . 


/  J  D 

Enter  Norman.  ^ 


Nor.  Heigho  !  this  was  to  have  been  my  wed¬ 
ding-night  ;  but  I  must  not  think  of  that — Bless 
my  soul,  how  cold  and  comfortless  it  is ! — -I  wonder 
whether  Alice  is  asleep — I  hope  she  is,  and  warm, 
Heigho  !  will  the  morning  never  come  ? — Oh, 
Alice  !  I’ve  nobody  to  talk  to,  and  think,  I  dare 
not.  Oh,  my  dear  Alice!  Did  not  I  hear  a  foot¬ 
step?  Are  you  a  friend  ? 


Enter  Macloon. 


M^cl.  Yes,  your  most  intimate  friend,  who¬ 
ever  you  are.  Ah,  Norman,  is  it  you  ?— But 

c  2 
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where’s  Sir  Roderick  ?  tell  me  this  instant.  [With 

earnestness.) 

Nor.  Hey-day  ! — But  that  I  know  thy  valour 
to  be  most  discreet  and  bashful,  I  should  con¬ 
clude  thou  went  about  to  capture  him, — for  the 
high  reward  offered  by  King  James. 

Macl.  I  capture  him  ! — do  you  think  me  ca¬ 
pable  of  such  an  act  ? 

Nor.  Indeed  1  do  not. 

M  acl.  But  where’s  the  chief? 

Nor.  Gone,  no  doubt,  to  Lanric  Mead. 

Macl.  I’ve  glorious  news  for  him  ! — I’m  a  de¬ 
vilish  clever  fellow. 

Nor.  Is  that  it  ? 

M  acl.  For  I’ve  discovered  where  the  young 
Douglas  is  confined. 

Nor.  That’s  news  indeed  ! 

Macl.  Yes  ;  in  this  paper  is  every  particular, 
and,  let  me  add,  penned  with  the  skill  of  a  south¬ 
ern  scholar. — See — 

Nor.  I’m  no  learned  clerk. 

M  acl.  Don’t  you  write  ?  ( Scornfully .) 

Nor.  No  ; — but  can  shrewdly  comment  on 
those  who  do.  [Shaking  his  szvord.)  You  under¬ 
stand — 

Macl.  Perfectly;  one  of  the  keen  cuts  of 
northern  criticism.  How  Sir  Roderick  will  hon¬ 
our  me, — make  me  his  sword-bearer — 

Nor.  And  should  an  enemy  appear — 

Macl.  I  would  give  him  his  sword  directly. 

Nor.  I  doubt  not.  Give  me  the  paper.  ( Tak- 
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ing  it v)  I’ll  find  our  chief; — Now  for  action* 
Now  for  the  young  Douglas’  rescue  ! — Now  I  be¬ 
gin  to  warm  again,  and  the  dawn  appears — Ha  ! 
ha!  farewell,  wisdom  ! 

[Exit  Norman. 

Macl.  Wisdom  !  And  if  it  were  not  for  that 
logic-chopper  of  yours,  I  could  convince  you  that 
I  am  wise, — wise  in  letting  you  carry  the  news; 
for  the  bearer  will,  of  course,  be  invited  to  share  the 
enterprise,— -and  I  could  not  do  less  than  accept 
the  invitation,  and  then,  I  might  happen  to  break 
up  the  party,  which  I  should  be  sorry  for,  as  ’tis 
my  wish,  and  always  was  my  practice  in  my  tra¬ 
vels,  to  do  as  company  do. 


SONG. 

Before  I  pricked  onward  to  merry  England, 

Of  my  mother  a  blessing  I  boon’d  ; 

Says  she,  “  My  dear  darling,  there’s  ninepence  in  hand. 

But  make  it  a  noble  or  pound.” 

With  accomplishments  no  one  can  better  be  stored, 
That  figure  was  made  for  a  boo ;  / 

And  for  maxims  (my  beauty)  this  golden  one  hoard, 
To  do  as  company  do. 

Wheedling,  "guiling, 

Dimpling,  smiling. 

And  do  as  company  do. 

Then  I  liv’d  with  a  lord,  whose  back  when  he  turned, 
Other  lords  to  his  lady  drew  nigh  ; 

They  simpered, they  panted, they  shiver’d, they  burned. 
She  returned  them  a  languishing  sigh. 


\r* 
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So  I  made  one  among  them,  and  gave  her  a  bass, 

To  her  husband  in  anger  she  flew; 

But,  says  I,  u  My  lord,  where  is  the  harm  or  the  fuss, 
To  do  as  company  do  ?” 

Ogling,  teasing, 

Nudging,  squeezing", 

And  do  as  company  do. 

To  the  parliament-house  in  London  gay  town, 

I  went  to  hear  oratory  ; 

And  as  soon  as  a  man  in  a  chair  had  sat  down, 

They  i{  Places — places,”  did  cry; 

(i  Give  me  one,”  says  I — then  a  man  with  a  mace, 

In  a  terrible  tantarum  flew  ; 

But,  says  I,  “  Mr.  Sergeant,  pray  where’s  the  disgrace, 
To  do  as  company  do  ?” 

Scrambling,  spouting, 

■  Clawing,  shouting,  _  y  /  O 

And  do  as  company  do.  f 

SCENE  II. 

#  4 

A  mountainous  Country— r  A  Lake — Bushes- — Wil¬ 
low — Heather  aiid  stunted  Oaks  form  the  fo¬ 
liage,  with  Rocks  intermingled. 

Enter  the  Highland  Warrior  and  Knight  of 

Snow  pod  n.  ft  Li  £ 

^  £  War.  Behold, — that  stream’s  the  boundary  of 
my  chieftain’s  power,  and  1  have  kept  my  word 
with  you. 

^,Snowd.  Again  receive  my  thanks  ; — and  much 
^  it  grieves  me  to  see  a  soul  like  thine,  linked  to 
such  a  chief,  and  such  a  cause. 
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War.  What,  he  displeases  you  ? 

Snowd.  Is  he  not  a  stain  to  loyalty  and  knight¬ 
hood  ? — a  ruthless  rebel,  and  a  robber  ? 

War.  Ay,  if  thy  big  words  are  oracles. 

Snowd.  Why  by  his  order  was  my  way  beset  ? 

War.  Twas  due  to  thy  rashness.  What  urged 

thee  to  the  dangerous  path  ? 

Snowd.  Perhaps  the  danger’s  sell, — perhaps 
some  mountain  maid  might  lure  me, — perhaps  I 
came  to  bear  away  that  fair  unknown,  the 
lovely  Ellen,  whom,  I  fear,  this  Roderick  would 

like  a  tyrant  hold.- - 

War.  {Aside.)  Patience  shield  me  ! 

Snowd.  But  vain  will  be  his  hopes,  and  short 
his  triumph  ;  for,  when  1  return,  ’twill  be  in  arms. 
By  heaven,  no  shipwrecked  mariner  longed  more 
for  home,  nor  lover  panted  to  embrace  his  bride, 
than  I,— in  war,  to  meet  and  grapple  with  this 
Roderick  Dhu,  and  his  mountain  swarm. 

War.  Indeed  !  have  then  thy  wish,— -I  am  Ro¬ 
derick  Dhu  !  {He  blows  ajiorn,  when  up  starts 
from  behind  sedieTrock,  and  tree ,  the  danofJLo - 
dericTi.)  BeHoEThis  mountain  swarm  1  See  how 
thev  cluster  round  their  heath-bell  flowers,  with 
joyful  hum  inhale  the  breath  of  liberty  and  na¬ 
ture  1  And  if  your  mercenary  southern  drones 
will  prove  their  stings,— this  miscreant  leader,— 
this  ruthless  robber,  both  thee  and  them  thus  mor¬ 
tally  defies ! 

Snowd.  Palsied  be  the  foot  that  shrinks  one 
step  for  safety,  and  cursed  the  tongue  that  dis- 
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avows  the  honest  language  of  the  heart ; — for 
thus  beset,  my  sword  defies  thy  prowess,  my 
tongue  proclaims  thee  traitor  ! 

Rod.  Nay,  do  not  fear  those — (shame  on  me  for 
the  word)  I  mean,  do  not  doubt  my  pledged  faith 
■ —  These  stir  not,  though  on  our  quarrel  lay  the 
empire  of  the  world — Behold  !  (He  raises  his. 
hand. )  (They  disa ppea r . ) 

Snowd.  Amazement ! 

Rod.  Now,  hear  this  bandit  speak.  Those  fer¬ 
tile  plains,  where  the  softened  gale  bends  down  the 
ripened  corn,  were  my  forefathers’  heritage. —  A 
southern  robber — a  conqueror,  if  you  prefer  the 
title,  came  with  mercenary  bands,  and  reft  them 
of  the  land.  'The  pine,  my  bannered  crest,  was 
raised  in  trophied  hall,  and  waved  in  princely 
tournament where  hangs  it  now  ?  with  its  hin¬ 
dered  pines,  amidst  the  desolation  of  the  mountain’s 
top.  Shall  we  a  harvest  reap,  by  flinging  grain 
against  that  flinty  fock  ? — Will  flocks  fatten  on  the 
sterile  shingle  of  the  mountain  side  ? — No  : — then., 
if  we  spoil  the  spoiler,  and  rend  back  our  own,  I 

say,  ’tis  retribution  just  !  Thou  hast  tasted  of 

*  * 

my  courtesy,  now  thou  shalt  feel  my  vengeance. — - 
W  hat  ho  !  my  Henchman  !— - 


Enter  Murdock  from  behind  a  rock. 


Keep  with  my  clan  aloof  ;  and  though  you  see 
that  blade  bathed  with  this  heart’s  best  blood, 
approach  not — On  your  allegiance,  harm  not  my 
conqueror.  (Murdock  boxes.) 
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Snowd.  I  ne'er  was  slow  to  meet  a  foe’s  defi¬ 
ance  ;  yet,  for  thy  gallant  bearing,  and  kind 
courtesy,  though  strongly  urged  by  thy  oppro¬ 
brious  tongue,  1  would  now  with  honour  forbear 
the  combat. 

Rod.  What,  thou  wouldst  go  in  safety  to  King 
James :  tell  him  each  guard  and  pass,  return, 
hemmed  in  by  thousands,  and,  as  the  meed  of 
thy  noble  daring,  receive  the  high  reward  offered 
for  this  head. 

Snowd.  I  despise  the  safety  this  sword  will  not 
secure.  So,  truce,  farewell. — Now  help  me,  hea¬ 
ven,  and  my  good  cause,  as  blade  to  blade  we 
try  this  quarrel. 

Rod.  Hold — thou  art  singly  armed,  [throws 
away  his  shield ,)  and  this  is*  not  neutral  ground 
— 1  [rhoiTafrstIll  my  guest— I’ll  lead  thee  to  the 

field  of  death — thy  hand. 

Snowd.  Have  with  thee.  [They  join  hands.) 

Heaven  defend  th,e  right !  f Exeunt .  ^ 

Murd/  Now,  Southern,  look  to  thy  guard  ! 
the  prize  is  life  1— Now  point  to  point  opposed. 

V-  A.I Swords  clash.)  How  my  chief  showers  his  blow  ! 
WelTwarded  !  Now  they  close  !  Ha  1  what  do  I 
see?  The  enemy’s  troops  pour  down  upon  him  ! 

Ha!  they  surround  him.  [Blows  a  bugle.)  Up 
to  our  chieftain’s  rescue— Follow  me.  ^ 

The  clansmen  startup^  and. follow  Murdock, 

SJioTits  ‘arF7ieard}and  re-enter  Roderick’s 
c lanT^rrolindln^^  R  k  >  Zly 

Rod.  Infamy  and  shame  ! 
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Mur.  We  have  saved  your  life. 

Rod.  And  left  my  honour  to  be  mangled  by 
every  villain’s  stab. 

M  ur.  Their  numbers — 

Rod.  Numbers !  Cowards  are  ready  reckoners. 

Mur.  and  1  roop.  (Advancing,)  Cowards  ! 

Rod.  Aye;  now  opposed  to  one,  and  that 
your  chief,  you  show  undaunted  valour.  Re¬ 
creants  in  fight,  are  ever  desperate  heroes  in  das- 
tard  mutiny. 

Mur.  Had  we  not  borne  you  from  the  field, 
you  must  have — 

Rod.  Died  ! — And  Ellen  would  have  embalmed 
my  memory  with  one  precious  tear.  (In  a  sub¬ 
dued  voice.)  But,  now,  defeated, —  baffledT— 
Where  hide  the  foul  disgrace?  Away,  and  leave 
me ! 


Enter  Norman. 


Nor.  Noble,  victorious  Roderick  ! 

Rod.  Do  not  mock  me,  clansman ; — be  dumb  ! 
Nor.  Umph ! 

He  appears  much  distressed,  looks  at  th* 
Soldiers ,  who  shake  their  heads ,  he  then 
pulls  out  the  paper,  and  tries  to  express 
the  contents  by  action.  ~~  ~ 

Rod.  WhaCs  in  thy  meaning? 

Nor.  May  I  speak  ?— thank  you  heartily.  The 
keep  is  known  where  the  young  Douglas  is  con¬ 
fined. 


Rod.  Ah ! 
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Nor.  That  paper,  my  chief,  contains  the 

place,  and  each  particular. 

Roderick  snatches  it  —  Norman  talks  to^ 

..  I.  —  |  *•  '  '  1  '  "  '  '  **> 

Murdock  and  the  Soldiers, 

Rod.  [Heads.)  “  Oii_  tji e  JL aRe a  -Gu^ded_by 
a  detachment  of  Earl  Mar’s  array  Ah !  this 

makes  the  blood  flow  again. 

Mur.  ’Twas  his  life,  not  our  own,  we  thought 
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Nor.  Look  at  your  soldiers. 

Rod.  {Apart.)  Curse  on  this  temper — it  hur¬ 
ries  me  to  sad  extremes  ! 

Nor.  Pardon  them  ! 

Rod.  Nay,  let  them  pardon  me.  ( Soldiers . 
shouCi  Oh,  sweetest  music  to  my  ear  !  A  glo- 
rious~cause  will  now  unite  us,  the  young  Dou¬ 
glas’  rescue. — -His  prison  on  the  la-Ee.^Nonpaii, 
prepare  my  barge. — (Exit  Norman.)*- Are"  you 
ready?  ( The  Soldiers  strike  tdidi^^  Now, 
my  merry  men,  fight  for  home  and  km ;  father 
for  child,  son  for  sire— lover  for  maid  beloved.— 
The  mountain  breeze  affects  my  eye.— [I^a  hur¬ 
ried  and  subdued  tone.)— (Recovering.)  Come  to 
thT^seTr^Xi^dred  hands,  and  but  one  heart. 
_ The  Word  is — win  or  die !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Bower. 

Enter  Isabel,  fl  /  <l- 

Isab.  Alas !  Earl  Douglas  is  no  where  to  be 
found,  and  there  sits  dear  Lady  Ellen,  so  changed ! 
so  heart-broken  !  What  shall  I  do,  to  while  away 
the  hour  ?  Suppose— Yes,  I’ll  try  to  cheer  her 
with  those  native  notes,  which,  in  happier  days, 
have  often  pleased  her. 

SONG.— Isabel, 

What  news,  my  pretty  page  ? 

Now  rise  up  from  thy  knee: 

My  Lord,  he  does  the  battle  rage. 

Far,  far  away  from  thee. 
iMy  heart  it  sinks  a-down,  a-down. 

For  Donald  is  away — 

Heigho,  poor  heart!  a-down,  a-down. 

Alack  and  well-a-day ! 

Ah,  gentle  page,  thine  eye 
Betrays  I’ve  cause  to  moan  ; 

Lord  Donald’s  doom  is  niorh. 

And  every  hope  is  gone. 

My  heart,  &c. 

’Tis  he— I’m  chill’d  with  fear ; 

His  spectre  form  I  view ; 

No,  no ’tis  Donald’s  self  is  here. 

Restor’d  to  joy  and  you. 
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No  more  my  heart  sinks  down  a-down, 
But  jocund  as  the  day, 
i  sing  adieu  to  down  a-down, 

Alack  and  well-a-dav. 


Enter  Alice  and  Ellen,  from  the  bower.  C  ^  • 

Ellen.  Nay,  Alice,  all  remonstrance  is  in 
vain. 

-  Alice.  Be  patient — Earl  Douglas  will  return. 

Ellen.  No,  never  !  Long,  Jang,  fire  this  ..my 
father  had  relieved  me  fr^m  su^pense^  bu44»faat  he 
shares  my  brother’s  fate,  By  tho 

he  is  also  their  prisoner. — And  shall  I  patiently 
remain,  nor  make  one  effort  for  his  safety  ?  The 
life  he  gave  I  hold  but  for  his  use — Farewell ! 

Alice.  (Holding  her J  Will  your  captivity  al¬ 
leviate  his?  [Ellen,  breaking  from  her.)  Nay, 
then,  let  me  go  with  you,  Lady  3 

Ellen.  You  may  be  happy,  Alice  :  blessed  with 
your  faithful  Norman’s  hand,  time  shall  nurse 
and  ripen  your  pure  lovej}  Ful~mine~  that  1 
/hoped  would  bloom  like  yours,  is  withered  in  my 
I  heart  3 — for  I  would  rather  wander  o’er  the  world,, 

'  exposed  to  want,  indignity,  and  shame,  than  b 
the  victim  of  unworthy  passionjjpF arewell  T  and,1 
till  we  meet  again,  heaven  prosper  and  protect 
you  !  [Exit.  /  £ 

Alice.  Meet !  we  shall  none  of  us  meet  again! 

And  as  to  Norman,  and  his  faithful  passion,  what’s 
the  use  of  it?  I  must  now  be  unhappy  alone; 
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if  we  were  married,  we  should  both  be  unhappy  ; 
that  would  be  great  consolation  !  But  when  will 
this  wedding  be? 


Enter  Murdock,  hastily. 


Mur.  Where’s  Lady  Ellen? — Plague  on  these 
Lowlanders ! 

Isab.  Bless  me  1  What’s  the  matter,  Murdock  ? 

Mur.  Where’s  Lady  Ellen,  I  say  ?  War  rages  ! 
Such  bold  work’s  at  hand  !  That  whilst  Sir  Rode¬ 
rick  storms  young  Douglas’  prison,  he  has  ordered 
me  to  protect  her  : — but  don’t  be  jealous,  Alice — 
What  Lv^  marred,  I’ll  make  ; — your  wedding 
shan’t  be  again  interrupted. — No,  girl, — you  shall 
soon  have  a  brave  and  blooming  bridegroom. 

[ Going  towards  the  bower.  G 

Isab.  Nay,  Murdock,  Lady  Ellen  is  gone  in 
search  of  her  father. 

Mur.  ’Sdeath  !  Earl  Mar’s  troops  so  scour  the 
country,  that  I,  who  know  each  secret  pass,  could 
scarcely  ’scape  them.  1  must  pursue, — o’ertake 

her-  € 


Alice.  Murdock,  one  word — Is  Norman  with 
Sir  Roderick  ? 

M  ur.  He  is,  and  may  never  return ; — but  what 
of  that  ?  I  will — ha  !  ha  !  What  think  vou,  Isa- 
bel, — sha’nt  we  be  a  handsome,  happy  couple  ? 

Alice.  Heavens!  then  you  intend — ? 

Mur.  To  make  love  as  I  make  war  ; — fawning, 
tedious  courtship  suits  me  not — Norman  can’t — 
Murdock  can — Enough — Farewell.  [Exit.  *£  } < 
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Alice.  Isabel,  I’m  frightened  out  of  my  senses. 
Oh  !  that  Norman  would  return  ! 

Isab.  He  will,  and  joy  will  return  cheerful  and 
welcome  as  the  infant  spring. 


DUET. 


Alice  and  Isabel. 

Alice.  To  woo  his  mate,  the  speckled  thrush 

Good  morrow  gives  from  brake  and  bush. 

The  bittern  seeks  his  vows  to  pledge, 

By  booming  from  the  plashy  sedge. 

The  lover’s  pipe,  upon  the  tell, 

Is  answered  by  the  abbey  bell. 

No  rest  Loch  Katrine’s  echoes  have, 

Oh  hill,  on  lake,  in  glen,  in  cave. 

Both.  While  on  the  breeze  is  sweetly  borne 

The  hunter’s  hallo  and  merry-ton’d  horn. 

[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Fort , — consisting  of  /ffow,  semicircular  stone 
wall,  eyf**  ™  rlTldfh.  lake ,  and  mountaiji- 

oiis  country  in  the  distance.  In  the  centre  of 
the  wall,~  lofty  rounds  tower 9 — at  the  top  of 
winch  is  seenthe  Warder.  The  royal  stun -  ^ 
ddrcTis  jtying^At  the  icing  JjS&ATiTgred't 
gate  of  thgjort. — At  the  wings  %  &  a  door 
in~eachfand  grated  windows  above, jnxirking 
tfiFpart  of  the  fort  where  prisoners  are  con - 
fined.  -  ~ 
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^ n^er  the  Captain  of  the  Fort,  1  st  Li eu  tenant, 
and  Earl  Mar*s  banner ,  twelve  guards  through 
tliegate.  ^ri>  o  -y  yC.  - 

Capt.  So; — our  outward  guard  all  watchful  on 
their  posts,  now  for  our  youthful  captive — Still 
fro  ward  and  ungovernable,  say  you  ?  Still  insult 
us  with  the  praise  of  rebellious  Roderick  ?  He 
must  restrain  this  licence  of  his  tongue — Bring 
forth  young  Douglas.  [Exit  1st  Lieutenant.  5?/^ 

Enter  2nd  Lieutenant.  /£ 

2nd  Lieut.  Sir,  our  troops,  that  kept  the  fur¬ 
ther  watch,  have  just  surprised  a  female  ; _ her 

dress,  indeed,  bespeaks  her  of  humble  lineage,  but 
her  deportment  betrays  superior  rank. 

[Exit  2nd  Lieutenant. 

Capt.  When  I’ve  discharged  my  duityhere,  I’ll 
question  her. 


Eater  1st  Lieutenant,  leading  on  Young 

Douglas.  S  4?  /? 

So — can  our  kindness,  and  fair  courtesy,  meet  no 
jeturn  but  taunting  praises  of  our  deadly  foe? 

Y.  Loug.  Your  deadly  foe, — but,  sir,  mv  warm¬ 
est  friend  : — brave  Roderick  trained  me — to  send 
the  arrow  at  the  towering  hawk  : — nay,  more,  sir 
he  taught  me,  when  a  prisoner,  not  to  wail  and 
weep,  but  to  defy  my  father’s  enemies. 

Capt.  But  we  have  taught  you  what  soon  he’ll 
learn,  to  know,  and  feel,  that  we  are  conquerors. 
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Y.  Do  ug.  My  conquerors  !  mine!  Is  this  your 
boast  ?  Then,  for  my  father’s  and  my  sister’s 
safety,  I  need  not  fear;  for,  they  who  boast  of 
conquering  a  boy,  will  fly,  like  hunted  deer,  before 
the  manly  arm  of  brave  Sir  Roderick,  and  his 
gallant  clansmen.  [Warder  sounds  his  horn. 

Capt.  Hark  !  the  warder’s  war-note  summons 
us  to  arms!  What  can  it  mean? — Behold  !  those 
vessels ! 

Y.  Doug.  I  see  ! — I  know  them  by  the  banner’d 
pine  !  I  know  they  are  clan  Alpine’s  ! 

Capt.  Conduct  him  to  the  remotest  tower  !  and 

remember  well  the  orders  of  Earl  Mar: — his  life 

be  sacred,  whilst  we’ve  power  to  guard  it ;  but, 

rather  than  a  flame,  more  dazzling  than  their  fiery 

cross,  be  suffered  to  extend  wild  discord’s  blaze, 

at  once  extinguish  it.  Our  doom  is  mutual, 

youth ; — away !  Here,  take  your  stand,  and  guard 

this  passage  well, 
v 


Avx  Jt* 


Two  soldiers  lead  off  young  Douglas. 


Warder.  Gallant  liegemen,  shall  we  fear 

The  rough  and  savage  mountaineer  ? 


CHORUS  OF  SOLDIERS. 


No  ; — we  swear 
That  we’ll  dare 

And  quell  the  savage  mountaineer.  °  / 

[Exeunt. 
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Lieutenant  and  two  soldiers  remaining.  &  . 

Lieut.  Blow,  Warder,  bold, 

The  rebel  chief  defy  ; 

Warder.  Comrades,  behold  ! 

I  wave  our  banner  high. 

CHORUS  FROM  BOATS  ON  THE  LAKE. 

“  Row,  vassals,  row,  for  the  pride  of  the  Highlands  ; 

“  Stretch  to  your  oars  for  the  evergreen  pine ; 

“  Oh,  that  the  rose-bud  that  graces  yon  islands, 

“  Were  wreath’d  in  a  garland  around  him  to  twine  ! 
tfi  Loudly  should  then 
“  Ring  from  each  glen, 

“  Roderick  Vich  Alpine  Dhu — ho  !— ieroe  !*” 

t 

Lieut.  Soldiers,  prepare, 

Warder.  Beware,  beware  ! 

chorus  from  boats,  (: nearer \) 

“  Loudly  should  then 
“  Ring  from  each  glen, 

“  Roderick  Yich  Alpine  Dhu— ho !— ieroe  1*” 

Warder.  The  Pibroch  roars,— the  troops  engage  ! 

Now,  dreadful  is  the  battle’s  rage ! 

Hark !  hark !  clan  Alpine  gains  the  prize ! 

Lieut.  All  hope  is  fled — our  captive  dies  1 

chorus,  (in  and  without. ) 

Lieutenant,  Warder,  and  Soldiers. 

Our  captive  dies! 

[  ,  Lieutenant ,  and  guards  rushing  off.  £  /<£ 

*  The  words  of  Walter  Scott,  Esq, 


I 


Highlanders,  [entering.) 


Swell  the  notes  of  triumph  swell, 

To  our  native  echo’s  tell, 

Thus  he  vanquishes  the  foe, 

Roderick  Vich  Alpine  Dhu — ho! — ieroe  ! 


At  the  end  of  this  Chorus, 

Roderick,  Norman,  and  other  Highlanders 
‘  rush  on. 

Rod.  Now  for  our  prize !  My  boy  !  my  Dou-  a, 
glas! — -gone! — lost!  e’en  in  the  hour  of  triumph 
baffled ! — defeated !  Why  stand  ye  all  like  van¬ 
quished  slaves  ?  Pause  ye  one  instant,  when  a 
Douglas’  life  depends  on  prompt  and  daring  en¬ 
terprise?  You,  Norman,  and  the  rest,  explore 
each  cell  and  ward  of  yonder  tower ;  mine  be  the 
post  of  danger. — Who  dares  to  enter  fromwithout 
must  force  a  passage  through  this  breast — -Away! 
and  knowing  that  my  ardent  nature  can  little 
brook  the  torture  of  suspense,  if  the  boy  survive, 
let  Clan  Alpine’s  war  song  cleave  the  air.—  If  he 
survive!  Oh,  heaven!  they  could  not  have  the 
heart!  —  Manhood  sickens  at  the  thought!  — 


Away. — 


Nor.  [Gomg,  slops)  But  if  our  fears  prove 
true;  what  signal  then? 

Rod.  Dar’st  thou  anticipate?  Or  the  loud  war- 
song,  or  ring  your  chieftain’s  knell. 


[Norman  and  Highlanders  exeunt . 

[Solus]  Oh!  in  his  fate,  ail,  all’s  involved!  —  ”^ 

[Stands  in  a  leaning  posture  near  the  gate.))  ) 

-= — - - -  " 


/ 
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? Jit?  E nter  El len,  not  seejng_  Roderick,  nor  Roderick 


seeing  her. 


Ellen.  'Tis  strange!  most  strange!  My  guard, 
so  lately  menacing  and  watchful,  now  suddenly 
has  left  me;  and,  but  that  anguish  has  subdued 
my  spirit,  I  might  escape,  and  seek  my  father 
still. — And  why  subdued  ?  Because,  alas!  the  bea¬ 
con  .of  my  hopes  has  proved  the  rock  that  has 
destroyed  them!  Oh,  Roderick!  Roderick! 

Rod eri ck  hejirs^turns,  and  se-einghgr^  in  h is 


agitation  lets  his  sword  fait — Ellen  stilly 
not  seeing  him ^ 

Yet,  in  a  parent’s  cause  shall  I  thus  selfishly  de¬ 
spond?  No!  I'm  Douglas’  daughter!  that  alone 
inspires  me!  [Going  hastily  towards  gate ,  seej  ^ 
Roderick ,)  How  !  ^ 

Rod.  Ellen ! 

Ellen.  The  captive  Ellen  !  who,  if  she’s  ask’d 
the  cause  of  her  captivity,  must  answer — Rode¬ 
rick  ! 


Rod.  I !  I  the  cause ! 

Ellen.  You  ! byexile  t o~seek  j 
/  reTugeln  theTonely  isle,  yet  was  the  mossy  bower  ! 
to  me  as  dear  as  the  courtly  canopy : — such  was 
the  gentle  current  of  our  lives,  till  a  wild  torrent 
'.from  the  mountains  brow  rushed  forth,  and  with  | 
/  tumultuous  rage,  dispersedj  overwhelmed,  and  j 

tjjesolated  all. — _  _ _ 1 

Rob.  This  is  not  Ellen,  ’tis  her  harsh  father 
speaks. 
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Ellen.  My  father !  Oh  *  where  is  my  father  ?  . 
(with  much  emotion ,)  and  yon  who  drove  him  Horn 
h is^calm  retreat;  .expound  4-o4ie 

J-lie^victim  of_lhe-ce«qQen«g-fec  ;  restore  him  to 
his  doating  daughter’s  arms,  or  with  her  die. 

Rod.  Die  first  this  conquering  foe  !  I  live  to 
vindicate  your  race  1  and  may-f-4r-prit  re¬ 

reading  drowns.  or_curse  unbiiiaHEftble !  May  some 
detested  foeman  win  thy  smiles,  if,  whilst  this  arm 
its  vital  stream  retains,  it  fights  not,  strikes  not  in 
the  Douglas’  cause. 

Ellen.  Thy  arm!  thine!  heiress  1  disapni’.d4-j*ke 
me  chert  priflOHep — — (-Root- rick,  slant's  s  e-wet 

joy  nvd^iiidpf.An..i\lll  .most  prpp.lpil-at^  a.nd 

wikR  Where  is  my  brother  ?  Where  the  youthful 
Douglas  ?  (Roderick  turns  from  her ,  and  is  much 
agitated.)  ftml-  tn  flypn.ggjthy  rlpcpajaaig 

waa-jarp,  bis.  Jiff  p,  m on n cert !  Nay,  perhaps,  is 
lost ! — if  so,  i»pon^t^.-g*uU}r  .head— -Groat  -hca- 

.ypn  »  T  rpart  it  in.  thy  1nnlaa»f  (RODERICK  trembles 
violently ,  then  appeals.)  Begone!  and  from  this 
hour,  seas — worlds  divide  us  ! 

Rod.  Hold, — I  implore  you — I  hope — per¬ 
haps —  (Looking  eagerly .) 

Ellen.  ( Wildly ,  and  not  regarding  him.)  A  bro¬ 
ther  sacrificed  ! — A  father  lost !  A  murderous  ene¬ 
my  in  him  I  loved !  What,  then,  is  left  ?  the  poor, 
deserted  orphan’s  refuge !  to  close  in  darkness  the 
wild-fevered  scene,  and  perish  here!  (Falls.) 

Rod.  (Listening.)  All  silent  as  the  sepulchre! 
Oh  God  !  Look  up,  Ellen  !  in  mercy  !  ( The  tear 

- — -4 
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song  is  heard,  by  choa'us .)  He  lives !  thy  brother 
lives !  And,  now,  let  others  of  an  empire’s  con¬ 
quest  boast— this  is  enough  for  Roderick  ! 

Mustek. 

Enter^C apt  am ,  Lieutenant,  and  Soldiers r  then 
the  Highlander$-~qfter  them ,  Norman  and 
Douglas,  'ft  /  2 


% oung  Douglas  flies  Roderick — Rode¬ 

rick  deliver  him  to  Ellen —  They  embrace 
-—theCaptdm  gives  up  his  sword  to  Ro¬ 
derick — Soldiers  passing  by  him ,  and  lay - 
..  ing_Jlown  their  arms .  Young  Douglas 
points  tins  out  to  Ellen,  who,  all  gratitude 
to  RoderTcF,  falls  at  his  feet. — Young 
Douglas  kneeling  on  the  other  side  of  him. 


Ellen.  Forgive  me,  Roderick  !  but  forgive  me ! 

Rod.  This, — this  from  Ellen  !  (Weeps)  Spare, 
spare  me  !  *  —A. - - - — 

t  NorT  (Having  shown  surprise  and  joy  at  see - 
|  Rllen.)  My  chieftain,  fflie  orders  of  Earl  Mar 
I  were  on  the  youthful  prisorfir’s  life,  and  yon  most 
sanguinary  band,  ( The  soldiers)  were  eager  to 
perform  the  sentence,  when  this  gallant  leader, 
{Pointing  to  Captain)  opposing  with  his  daunt¬ 
less  breast  their  murderous  swords,  placed  in  my 
iarms  that  noble  trophy  of  successful  valour. 

Capt.  Moie  ol  compunction,  than  of  valour  ; 
i,  though  in  battle  I  have  nc^t  shrunk  from  dan- 
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ger  or  from  death, 


<D 

assassin  ! 


1  had  not  courage  to  become 


Rod.  Receive  yoiir  sword  again  :  and,  trust  me, 
fellow  soldier,  unstained  by  the  blood  of  innocence, 
'twill  prove  invincible  in  sacred  honour’s  cause. 

( Returning  sword,)  Now,  Ellen,  farewell.- — In  the 
hour  of  victory,  e’jen  in  this  blest  moment  of  feli¬ 
city,  1  go  to  seek  4hy  father. 

Capt.  Father  !  how !— they  have  not  heard ! — 
[Apart  Roderick.)  Alas!  I  fear  that  Douglas 
is  no  more.  \ 

Rod.  No  more  !  jHush  ! 

Capt.  Read  that  dispatch.  [Giving  him  a  paper.) 

Rod.  ( Reading ,  'and  still  apart  from  Ellen.) 

«  Earl  Douglas,  captured  near  Cambus  Kenneth 
shrine,  will  this  night  meet  the  death  he  merits, 
unless  a  ransom  of  five  thousand  marks  be  paid  for 
his  release — by  ordjr  of  Earl  Mar.”  Barbarian! 
Ransom !  ’tis  sportiijg  with  calamity— Tis  placing 
hope  before  our  sight,  to  plunge'us  deeper  in  de¬ 
spair  f — for,  poor  arid  exiled  as  we  are,  to  talk  of 
ransom!  Insulting  tyrant!  And  shall  they  satiate' 
their  vengeance  in  the  blood  of  Douglas  ?  No ! — 
March !  j 

Capt.  In  vain ; — for  sudden  inroad  and  surprise, 
which  here  have  triumphed,  must  fail  against  such 
force  as  Mar  can  bring  into  the  field.  (Roderick 
shows  impatience.)  INay,  rashly  to  embark  on 
such  an  enterprize,  ii  plunging  those  you  have  but 
now  preserved - *  j 

Rod.  Is  there  no  |u>pe  ?  Cannot  gold,  so  often 
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^Cuseless  to  its  owner,  be  gained  for  such  exalted 
;  purpose  ?  I  After  a  short  pause.)  It  can  !  it  breaks!  | 
j  it  bursts  upon  my  mind  !  Return  in  triumph  to 
(  the  isleJPlhe  oath  1  registered  on  high,  was  to 
preserve  thy  race,  or  perish. — Thus  far  heaven  has 
been  propitious  to  my  vow — the  rest  shall  be  ac- 
com  j/lished — Ellen ,  beloved ,  farewell — V  ich  Alpine 
will  restore  thy  father.  (March.) 

[ RjxmLLiu  -proees&ion  thrmrg-k  the  gatcrmn; 


j 


l 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

I'he  Camp  of  Earl  Mar — his  tent  in  the  centre, 

Euler  from  the  lent,  Earl  Mar  and  two  Officers. 

Mar.  Clan  Alpine’s  colours  waving  on  the 
fort !  Young  Douglas  rescued,  and  our  troops 
made  prisoners  !  Ktern&L  -shame — be-— on  them ! 
Double  the  reward  for  the  rebel  Roderick’s  head 
—Would  Moray’s  force  were  come!  for  then, 
advancing  to  their  mountain  s  haunts,  the  leaf  of 
laurel  they  have  wrested  hence,  (Points  to.,  his 
brow,)  shall  show  its  poisonous  nature,  and 

destroy !  ^7 

(Muffled  drum  sounds  ivithout .) 

Oh,  propitious  sound!  the  source,  the  fountain  of 

their  hopes  cut  off! — One  Douglas’  death  shall 

compensate  for  all and,  since  he  knows  not  of 

his  son’s  release,  do  you  mark,— let  none  (Sar^ 

casticaily.)  torment  him  with  the  useless  tidings. 

Solemn  march . — Muffled  drums  and  trumpets. 
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Enter  Douglas,  guarded ,  on  his  way  to  execution , 
Headsman,  with  axe ,  preceding  him. 


So, — where  are  great  Douglas’s  new  allies  ?  Where 
are  his  boasted  advocates — associates!  The  life 
so  dear  to  them,  they  will  not  ransom. 

Do  ug.  They  will  not  ransom!  Made  poor  by 
lordly  power,  to  make  those  poor  more  bitterly 
lament  the  want  of  wealth,  is  adding  insult  to 
oppression. 

M  ar.  How  !  from  one  so'  fallen,  such  pre¬ 
sumptuous  language? 

Do  ug.  jErorrT  one  so  *  innocent,  such  Holcf  / 
| avowal!  Life,  with  the  guilty,  ends  in  dreadful/ 
^conflict;  but,  with  the  vir|uous,  like  the  setting) 
Eun,  it  calmly,  radiantly  expires  JT  AvT^fi rm~to 
that  cause,  in  which  I  first  embarked,  and  to 
those  principles  1  taught  my  king,  I  die,  pro¬ 
nouncing  blessings  on  his  name. 

Mar.  Indeed!  if  such  thy  loyalty,  what  is  thy 
champion’s !  thy  confederate,  Roderick  ? 

Doug.  Thy m nfc de rate " i'-Hryfi reml  1 — m?  "f  u&  ! 
Oh,  but  for  his  impetuous,  headlong  rage,  I  had 
not  thus  been  trampled  on,  and  sacrificed ! — And 
worse !  still  worse  !  they,  whose  loved  names,  I 
tremble  to  pronounce,  my  helpless  children  !  My 
boy!— My  Ellen! — ( Bursts  into  tears.)  That 
sting  is  fatal !  it  unmans,  distracts  me !  And  my 
instant  passport  to  repose  is  the  only  boon 


Douglas  can  deign  to  ask  of  Mar. 


Mar.  Ilis  wish  be  gratified — Proceed!  ( Two 
Guards  lay  hold  on  Douglas.)  [Exit  Executioner.  < 

March  renewed.  Muffled  drums  and  trumpets. 
Enter  BrmTTPir'R'  h/icf  iln - A  IfinP  Ttltlid  COllCeal- 


speech,  and  only  with  your  chief. 


7b  Officers,  who±  pointing  to  Earl  Mar, 
Roderick  haughtily _ advances  towards 


You  long  have  proffer’d  a  reward,  to,  *any  who  sur- 
render  Roderick  Dhu. 

f  Mar.  To  any  who  surrender  Roderick  Dhu! 

Rod.  Deny  it  not — ’tis  public, — ’tis  pro¬ 
claim’d  ! 

Mar.  Deny  it  not!  By  a  soldier's  faith,  not 
only  will  I  cheerfully  confirm  the  promised  offer 
of  six  thousand  marks,  but  honours  also  shall  be 
that  patriot’s  bright  reward,  who  lures  the  deadly 
lion  to  our  toils. 

Rod.  t  Throwing  back  his  cloak ,  but  o;z/?/Mar 
seeing  it)  Behold  him,  then!  E’en  in  the  hour  of 
conquest,  behold  Vich  Alpine  bartering  for  a 
bribe,  his  life — his  happiness!  (Mar  starts.)  Re¬ 
flect  not — pause  not — instant  my  demand,  or 
bursting  from  his  toils,  the  deadly  lion  will  again 
rush  forth  to  ravage  and  destroy  ! 

Mar.  Bring  forth  the  coffers — {Exeunt  two  sol - 
cliers  tojenis . )£~ Vich  Alpine  in  my  power!  and 
on  such  terms!  Mysterious  man!  But  enough— 
he’s  mine ! 
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Enter  Soldiers  from  the  tent ,  bringing  on  the 

coffers. 

There  is  the  reward. — And,  now,  brave  liegemen, 
when,  with  yon  base  traitor  ( Pointing  to  Doug¬ 
las)  the  headsman’s  task  is  done,  prepare  to  wit¬ 
ness  a  more  glorious  triumph — First,  bear  him  to 
his  fate ! 

Soldiers  are  leading  off '  Douglas.  . 

Rod.  (Speaking  aloud  to  Soldiers .)  Stav,  1 
ft  . 

Mar.  Command  from  thee!  dispatch  your 
prisoner!  (Jo  Soldiers.) 

Ron.  Lo!  his  ransom.  (Pointing  to  the  coffers .) 
Ransom,  valiant  lord !  and  not  from  my  poor, 
humble  clansmen  wrung,  whom,  by  corruption 
you  would  vainly  conquer!  Tis  your  own  gold  ! 
In  your  own  coin  I  pay  for  his  release,  who, 
living,  shall  excite  that  unbought  spirit,  which 
dross  like  this  can  never  hope  to  purchase.  Give 
Douglas  liberty, — by  my  command! 

Mar,  after  evincing  agitation  and  confusing 
reluctantly  makes  signs  to  Soldier c  to 
release  Douglas,  zvho  instantly  a dpnyj'P^ 
all  gratitude ,  to  Roderick. 

Rod.  Nay,  noble  chief,  thy  race  I  fought  for ! 

I  have  cheaply  conquered ! 

Doug.  For  me !  for  me,  this  sacrifice  ;  whorto 

ihe4nrt  tmre  comai  rad  nnrt  Kqla  ^  ,  j 


: 


But,  think  you  on  such  terms  I’ll  deign  to  live  ? 
No, — 1  demand  my  sentence !  • - 

Mar.  This  nobler  victim  reconciles  thy  rescue 
— Thou  may’st  pass  free : — and  the  king,  viewing 
his  rebellious  foe,  shall  own  that  Mar,  by  politic, 
and  subtle  warfare,  has  gained  more  honour,  than 
by  blood-stained  victory — Secure  your  prisoner, 
soldiers.  On  towards  Stirling ! 

Soldiers  seize  Roderick,  by  Mars  order . 
Doug  .“Tor  bear  f— SpSk  !— Can  no  terms  ?—  /- 
M  ar.  Terms  !  ( Contemptuously .)  -  Away ! — T et, 
hold— Why,  ay,— there  are  terms. — 

Doug.  Instant  name  them. 

Mar.  Let  Roderick  embrace  our  cause,  and 
<midin£  us  to  the  haunts  of  these  vile  sons  of 
rapine,  so  place  them  at  our  mercy,  that  only 
peace,  most  humbling,  and  submissive — 

Rod.  ( Breaking  from  Soldiers.)  Hear  me  !— 
If  peace  you  'would*-” obtain ,  show  them  the 
polished  world  you  boast  of;  let  them  behold  its 
empty  honours,  and  its  fancied  joys,  and  soon 
returning  to  their  native  hills,  they’ll  feel  they’re 
lords  of  a  superior  land,  where,  prompted  only 
by  pure  Nature’s  laws,  their  glory  will  be  guard¬ 
ing,  not  betraying,  man!  On  towards  Stirling! 

I Turns  to  Douglass.)  Douglas,  farewell ! 

Doug.  Never!  We  part  not  but  with  life! 

Roderick  entreats  him  not  to  follow . 

Nay,  I’ve  outlived  e’en  hope — My  son,  alas !  has 
suffered  in  our  cause,  and  Ellen,  when  she  hears 
how  Roderick  felly  will  share  his  hapless  fate. 
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Rod.  Thy  son  !  (. Looking  at  Earl  Mar.) 

.  Ut  a  cl y  i ng.4ath or  yon  vv TIoniot  T on^-l -eenso I in g 
hflpfij -  ■■■  -sljatttg  1  shame. !  I  hy  son  survives, 
he,  and  his  sister. — Ellen!  loved, — lost, — lament- 
ed : — (. Biirsts  into  tears.)  Well,  well; — they  are 
in  safety,  tl heart  felt  recompense !  And  bid 
them  grieve  not  at  Vich  Alpine’s  fate.  Beloved 
by  friends,  and  envied  by  his  foes,  death,  that 

must  come,  comes  now  to  crown  his  glory _ 

Where  worldly  contest  can  no  more  divide  us, 

there  vve  shall  meet.  (To  Douglas.)  On  towards 
Stirling.  ~ 

Mae.  We  trifle  time— March !  [March.  £ f 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  II. 

- /  y 

The  Bower. 

Enter  Alice  and  Isabel  from  the  bower.  &  ^ , 

Alice.  So,  Norman’s  not  returned !  No,  though 
he  went  to  make  all  ready  at  the  church,  and 
vowed  we  should  get  through  the  ceremony  ;  but 
he’s  not  come  back,  you  see.  Dear,  dear  !  do  all 
I  can,  I  shall  never  get  married  ! 

Isab.  And  serve  you  right  for  talking  about  such 
nonsense  at  this  moment !  Why,  there’s  the  poor 
lady  Ellen,  so  impatient  at  Sir  Roderick’s  not  re¬ 
turning,  that  she  has  actually  set  off  to  Stirling. 

Alice.  Stirling  !  and  alone ! 

Isab.  No  ; — Macloon  accompanies  her. 

Alice.  Then  hes  happy, — he’s  with  the  person 


he  loves.  But  I — Oh !  Norman !  where  art  thou, 
Norman  ? 


Knter  Norman,  hastily. 


Nor.  Here,  Alice,  though  still  doomed  to  be  a 
bachelor : — Now  the  priest’s  not  to  be  found !  That 
rascal,  Murdock,  has  purposely  got  him  out  of  the 
way,  and  is  plotting  more  mischief ;  but  if  I  an’t 
as  good  a  match  for  him  as  I  mean  to  be  for  you, 
Alice. — [Going,) 

Alice.  Nay,  where  now,  Norman? 

Nor.  To  tell  young  Douglas  that  his  father’s 
found — found  bv  the  Lady  Ellen !  I  saw,  and  left 
them  on  their  way  to  Stirling. 

Isab.  Success  attend  them ! 

Nor.  So  say  I ;  and  success  attend  upon  us, 
Alice !  don’t  be  afraid — I’ll  soon  return — Mur¬ 
dock’s  a  bold  man,  so  is  Norman, — and  I’ll  prove 
my  words — for  I’ll  be  married  to-night,  Alice  1 


f  Exit. 


Alice.  Afraid!  No,  Norman ; — secure  of  thy 
hand,  and  thy  affection,  what  need  I  fear  ? 


SONG— Alice. 


When  wedded  joys  are  nigh, 
Shall  minutes  slowly  move  ? 
No, — swiftly  let  them  fly, 

When  borne  on  wings  of  love. 

Oh  Time !  be  brisk  and  bly the. 
Till  Hymen’s  bonds  are  past, 
Then  rest  awhile  your  scythe. 
That  youth  and  joy  may  last. 
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Alice.  O  Fortune !  be  propitious !  But  the 
worst  of  Fortune  is,  she  seldom  sprinkles  a  little 
joy  with  one  hand,  that  she  don’t  drench  you  in 
sorrow  with  the  other.  Suppose, — suppose  Nor¬ 
man  shou’dn’t  find  the  priest — and,  suppose  Mur¬ 
dock— -  (Noise  without.)  (Screams.)  Ha  !  here 

he  is !  ’  / 


Enter  Murdock,  and  two 


Highlanders.  ^ 


Mur.  All  honourable,  and  soldier-like;  first,  we 
reconnoitre,  then  summon  our  ally ;  next,  guard 
the  outposts ;  and,  then,  comes  storming,  and  con¬ 
quest.  Ha!  ha!  women  hate  cowards  ; — no  lover 
like  your  bold  one  !  Advance  ! 


Enter  the  Monk ,  guarded  by  two  more  High¬ 
landers. 


Holy  father!  though  you  are  Norman’s  friend,  and 
in  my  rival’s  interest,  you  see  the  respect  I  treat 
you  with.  Conduct  his  reverence  in!  ( Monk  he¬ 
sitates.)  Nav,  for  the  general  good,  you  must  sub¬ 
mit  to  gentle  compulsion.  ( Violently .)  In,  I  say. 

Monk  is  conducted  into  the  bozver  by  two 

— — - - - - - - - - - - *  A 

Highlanders ,  and  the  doors  are  closed.  C  <D 
Isab.  What  mean  you,  Murdock?  11 

Mur.  Mean! — to  make  Alice  happy: — Here 
Fm  sole  monarch. 

Isae.  By  what  title,  sir  ? 

M  ur.  The  okl  one,  power.  Wait  you  without, 
and  mind  none  enter.  ( To  the  other  two  High - 
landers ,  who  exeunt .) 
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Alice,  trying  tjijsaipe* 


: 217.2 


You'd  escape,  woud  you  ?  Nay,  then,  this  instant 
you’re  mine. 

Isab.  [Apart.)  Say  any  thing  to  gain  time. 
Alice.  Let  that  holy  man  first  absolve  me  of 
my  promise  to  Norman,  and  then,  admonished  by 
his  calm  and  soothing  counsel,  I  may  consent. 

Mur.  Pretty  trembler,  be  it  so;  but  decide 
quickly.  ( Puts  her  into  the  bower ,  leaving  doors 
open.)  Hey !  now,  Norman,  what  have  you  to  say  ? 

Nor.  [From  side  door ,  where  he  went  in.) 
cc  Woo'd,  and  married,  and  aw.”  [Sings.) 

Mur.  [Who  ivas  on  the  point  of  shut  ting  folding- 

doors.)  Who’s  that  ?  £.••••*»- 

Norman  enters  from  the  doorway.  Seeing 
M u RDO ck ~  hf~stops,'~and  starts  ;biit_ob- 
se rv mf  Toldin^rdo o rs  are  open ,  he  rapidly 
eliJerstlienifiinseen  by  Murdock  ;  Isabel 
chtches  a  'glimpse  of  Norman. 
fC  £  Isab.  '{Singing.)  “  Woo’d,  and  married,  and 
aw.” 

Mur  Was  it  you,  Isabel  ? 

Isab.  J! — XI  to  be  sure,  Murdock: — Hal  ha! 

didn’t  it  please  you  P  . 

Mur.  Oh  yes  ;  and  this  pleases  me,  [Returning 
to  doors.)  and  should  please  Alice,  for  it  secures  to 
her'a  brave,  generous,  sweet-tempered  husband, 
(Shuts  the  doors.) 

Isab.  So  it  does ; — it  secures  to  her  a  brave, 
generous,  sweet-tempered  husband,  he !  he ! 


c  0 
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Mur.  But  I’ll  no  longer  delay  my  promised 
j°ys— 

Isab.  Hush! — they’re  talking.  ( They  listen.) 

Alice.  (Within.)  Holy  father,  I  do  consent. 

Mur.  Did  you  hear  ?  ( Through  the  door.)  Are 
you  content  to  celebrate  the  nuptials  ? 

Alice.  ( Within .)  I  am,  Murdock. 

Mur.  There!  give  me  joy! — Huzza!  Isabel! 
Comrades!  Norman!  All  be  witness  to  my  tri¬ 
umph. 

Throws  open  the  doors ,  and  discovers  Nor.- 
man  and  Alice  kneeling  to  the  Priest ,  and. 
being  blessed  by  him . 

I.  immmm  . .  '  ■— W 


Q.UARTETTO. 


C 

—  / 


Isab.  Lovely  bridegroom! — beauty’s  pride! — {To 
Murdock.) 

Now  your  cares  may  all  subside. 

Alice.  Bless’d  with  her  you  dearty  love, 

Nor.  Will  you  from  your  Alice  rove  ? 

Isab.  No  ; — he’ll  true  and  consant  prove. 

Alice.  Go,  flirt  about,  and  strut,  and  stare, 

Coquette,  and  court  some  Highland  fair  j 
But  if  her  smiles  a  rival  win, 
y  Why^bring  a  priest,  and  lock  them  in. 

Repeat — Alice,  Isabel,  Norman. 


Mur. 

Isab. 

Alice. 

Isab. 

Nor. 


With  rage  I’m  boiling  !  down,  love  !  down  ! 
The  plot  we’re  foiling,  is  your  own. 

1  Nay,  you’re  to  blame 
>To  sink  with  shame, 

)  Rouse,  then,  and  rally,  gentle  wight. 
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Mur.  i  r  hate  to  ]  ,  .  .  f 

Al.  Is.  Nor.  He  (  hates  to  j  sa^ the  words— good  night, 

Ha!  ha! 

Oh!  oh! 

I  ( hate  to  )  ,  ,  .  .  . 

He  \  hates  to  j S‘T the  words— good  night. 

L  A  LLCE>  Isabel,  and  Norman,  exeunt  in  to 
bower .  Murdock,  exit  atzving.  ^/<P 

% 

SCENE  III. 

An  armoury  in  Stirling  Castle— At  the  side  a  large 

gateway  opai.  /  Jj 

A  clamour  of  Soldiers  and  dice-box  i$  heard 

without . 

Kilter  John  of  Brent  and  Soldiers.  £/8 

Brent.  Silence,  brawlers!  what’s  the  amount 
of  the  dispute  ? 

1st  Sold.  Why,  these  three  angels. 

Brent.  [Taking  them.)  Thus  I  decree - 

1st  Sold.  Hear  John  of  Brent ! 

Brent.  Two  of  them  shall  replenish  the  flag- 
gons. 

Soldiers.  Bravo ! 

Brent.  And  this  shall  reward  the  judge  for  his 
incorruptible  integrity. 

Soldiers  Ha!  ha! 

Brent.  And  if  you  must  brawl,  and  clamour, 
let  it  peei  out  in  a  buxom  chorus  to  a  song  I  ' 
brought  from  merry  England,  when  I  was  out¬ 
lawed  thence. 

e  2 
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SONG. 

King  Arthur,  God-wot,  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

His  table  was  round  as  the  bonny  brown  bowl ; 

Each  knight,  after  carving  of  monsters  a  pair, 

Armed  with  flaggons  of  rhenish,  sat  down  to  kill  care. 

Chorus. 

Then  whoop,  bully  boys,— who’ll  quarrel  or  bicker, 
When  Margery’s  the  word, — and  sack  is  our  liquor  ? 

So  round  is  the  world,  and  round  is  the  bowl, 

And  a  round  is  the  measure  to  dance,  or  to  troll ; 
And  round  is  the  lip  of  the  fair  one  we  kiss, 

And  round  are  the  arms  that  insure  us  the  bliss. 

Chorus. 

Then  whoop,  &c. 


^  Enter  Macloon  and  Ellen,  her  face  concealed. 

(jf  Brent.  Ah !  see  there — wine  and  music  wanted 
'"but  a  fool  and  a  damsel  to  crown  our  felicity. 
[They  gather  round  Ellen.) 

&1acl.  Gentlemen,  pray  forbear — I  intreat — 
On  my  honour,  her  affections  are  engaged.  ( Put - 
ting  his  hand  to  his  breast.) 

~Brent7  Shall  John  of  Brent’s  honour  be  crossed 
by  such  a  thing  as  thou  art  ?  ( Pushing  him  aside.) 
(Ellen  discovers  herself — Brent  stops .  The  rest 
standufsifeht  admiration.) 

ELLENTSoidiers !  my  father  was  your  friend y 
cheered,  marched,bled  with  you — Shall  the  injured 
and  defenceless  suffer  from  the  strong  and  brave  r 
— shall  an  exile's  daughter—  ?, 


69 


Brent.  An  exile’s  daughter  art  thou  ? — that 
touches  home — My  poor  Rose  !  thou  may’st  beg 
in  vain  for  help.  ( Wifes  his  brow.)  Stand  back  ! 
( Soldiers  fall  back.)  Can  I  serve  you,  sweet 
ohe^====fOst^ose’s  age  ! 

Ellen.  Oh  yes ; — instruct  me  where  I  can  find 
the  Knight  of  Snowdoun,  and  this  poor  reward — 
[Giving  a  purse.) 

Brent.  The  Knight  of  Snowdoun  !  [Looking  at 
her  zvith  surprise.)  I’ll  inform  the  captain  of  the 
guard — Hold  out  your  barret  caps (Soldiers 


contents  of  the 

purse 'wIo^lKfrZYTh is  shallbelny  share.  [P  lac- 
big  the  purse  in  his  cap.)  And  in  battle  it  may 
chance  to  go  where  gayer  crests  may  keep  aloof. — 

To  your  mess-room — away  ! — And  mark,— there 
lies  my  halbert —  ( Throwing  dozen  a  halbert.)  7 
Step  over  it,  and  the  shaft  shall  quiver  in  your 
hearts — You  know  me  ; — enough — 

F Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Be  not  shocked  at  a  soldier’s  roughness — I’faith,  you 
look  travel-worn  and  faint, — rest  you  there.  ( Points 
to  a  seat  at  the  uppe~rcnd  of  the  stage.)  And  John 
of  Brent  will  do  your  bidding  faithfully-^-  ( Looks  'f?  . 
at  Ellen  seated.)  My  poor  Rose  !  f Exit.  <*£ /  < 


Z/S 


Macl.  So, — here  I  am  in  Stirling  Palace,  and 
not  only  getting  on  towards  the  south,  but  towards 
my  soul’s  fond  hope.  Says  Lady  Ellen,  “  Dear 
kinsman,  my  brother  is  restored  to  liberty,  but  my 

poor  father - ”  “  Lady  Ellen,”  says  I,  “  I  scorn 

to  do  things  by  halves,  I’ll  also  restore  your  father” 
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— and  we  had  not  gone  far,  when  I  spied  Earl 
Douglas.  cc  There,”  says  I,  “  Macloon  has  kept 
his  word,  he  has  saved  both  your  brother  and 
father.”  (Ellen  rise£.)  But  see!  the  dear  trem¬ 
bler  comes — She  can’t  be  easy  without  me. 

Ellen.  My  father’s  safe  with  sympathizing 
friends!  Alas!  not  so  our  brave  deliverer!  Poor, 
destined  Roderick!  [Aside.)  Yet,  can  I  tell  brave 
Snowdoun’s  Knight - - 


Macl.  ( Conceitedly.)  Of  what,  fair  Ellen  ? 
Ellen.  That  he,  who  restored  to  me  a  parent, 

and  a  brother - 

Macl.  That’s  me  ! 

Ellen.  That  he,  who  is  his  rival,  claims  of  me 
all  this  ring  has  power  to  give — this  sacred  ring — 


[Kissii it.) 

Macl.  [Apart.)  There  !  she’s  not  only  bought 
the  wedding  ring,  which  is  extremely  genteel  of 


her,  but  is  kissing  it  before  my  face  !  Bless  my 
soul!  [Turns  to  her  affectedly.)  Don't,  don’t  tell 
him,  poor  youth ! 

Ellen.  Would  he  were  here!  for,  though  we’ve 
outstrip’d  Earl  Mar,  and  none  here  know  Vich  Al¬ 
pine  is  his  prisoner^ — too  soon  the  fatal  truth  will 
be  proclaimed,  too  soon  will  that  gloomy  tower  en¬ 
close — Hark  !  what  sounds  are  those  ?  [Goes  to 
the  gateway  and  looks  out.)  ~~T  ~ 


r-gj  2  Enter  the  Knight  of  Snowdoun,  hastily,  with  a 

paper ;  and  tioo  Attendants. 


Snowd.  The  fortress  stormed,  and  blood  of 
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loyal  soldiers  shed  !  Where  was  Earl  Mar  ?  Where 
Moray  ?  Gracious  powers  !  this  daring  Roderick, 
in  frantic  fits  of  visionary  power,  will  canton  out 
each  province  of  the  kingdom,  and  so  enflame  his 
fellow  madmens’  hopes,  that  only  war  most  des¬ 
perate,- — 

Ellen.  ( Approaching .)  Noble  Knight ! —  A 
/&  Snowd.  Ellen!  (Motions  his  attendants 

At  sight  of  thee,  wars  baneful  terrors  vanish. 
[Taking  her  hand.)  But  how! — this  unexpected 
meeting 

Ellen.  I  hither  come,  in  the  fond  hope,  that  by 
this  treasured  pledge—  (Showing  a  ring.)  a  boon 
of  dearest  value  might  be  gained:  but,  ah  !  unused 
to  royalty,  and  knowing  well  the  name  of  Douglas 
boasts  few  courtly  friends, — alone —  (Holding 
down  her  head.)  I  tremble  to  request  it. 

Snowd.  The  name  of  Douglas ! 

Ellen.  Heavens !  what  have  I  said  ?  Yet,  still, 
you  still  will  be  my  friend. 

Snowd.  Earl  Douglas’  daughter !  Thou  know’st, 
sweet  maid,  it  is  not  mine  this  boon  to  grant ; 
but  I  will  guide  thee  to  the  royal  presence,  and 
%  aid  a  suit,  which  angels  may  approve, — a  daughter 
pleading  for  a  father’s  life! 

Ellen.  A  father’s  life! 

Snowd.  Ay,  Ellen, — what  other  boon  ? 

Ellen.  (Much  confused.)  None _ none.” 

Snowd.  ComrbnTTrrTd  fear  not ; — for  though 
disastrous  tidings  may  much  engross  and  irritate 
the  royal  mind,  that  talisman,  joined  to  the  witch- 
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ery  of  thine  eye,  shall  charm  his  soul  to  mercy — 

Come.  ^  ri-Ti 

€  Ellen.  ( Apart  to  Mac  loon.)  Kind  friend,  one 
-"'^vrord  in  secret,  to  ease  this  throbbing  heart. 

/  Macl.  Now ’tis  coming! 

^  Ellen.  Be  it  thy  office  to  remain  ;  and  as  Vich 
Alpine  passes  towards  his  prison,  tell  him,  his 
Ellen,  on  the  wings  of  love,  has  flown  to  his  re¬ 
lief, — and  calling  him,  “  Sole  lord  of  her  affections,’* 
will  gain  his  liberty,  or  share  his  death.  ( Giving 
the  Knight  of  Snqwdqun  her  hand.)  [ Exeunt .  /I / ^ 

MaclT  “  Wings  of  love ! — Sole  lord  of  her 
af-fec-ti-o-n !”  Oh  !  Oh  !  h !  h  !  h  !  [Crying:  vehe¬ 
mently.)  And  I’m  to  remain,  and  tell  black  Ro¬ 
derick- — -what !  that  one  of  us  must  die — Ha  ! 
what  should  this  mean  ?  I  feel  as  if  there  was 
something  in  my  hand  !  Yet,  that  cannot  be  !- — 

Oh,  woman !  woman !  deceitful,  damnable, — - 
( Changing  into  a  half,  smile.)  delightful  woman  ! 
do  all  one  can,  there’s  nothing  else  worth  thinking 
of. — So,  Ellen,  adieu  !  Thy  sex  will  thank,  and  I 
pity  thee ; — and,  as  the  northern  lights  won’t 
shine  upon  me.  I’ll  try  the  southern  constella¬ 
tions. — English  beauties!  I’m  coming! 


SONG. 

Some  southern  fair,  no  doubt  will  stare, 
With  bosom  palpitating; 

While  round  I  swing  in  Highland  fling, 
And  capers  undulating. 


?3 


'The  land  of  cakes  her  fancy  takes, 

Thinks  wedding  me, — the  end  on’t  ; 

But,  in  her  ear,  u  No  cakes,  my  dear, 

Come  from  that  land,  depend  on’t.” 

With  ourtuira  a  lura  la  la, 

Tuira  a  lura  a  laddie. 

[  Dancing  in  Scotch  style. 

Disputes  abound  where  beauty’s  found, 

.  In  Greece,  or  Hottentot  land; 

But,  this  I  swear, — all  great  and  rare, 

Can  only  come  from  Scotland. 

There  wit  first  grew — the  Muses  too, 

Old  Ossian’s  an  example  ; 

And  there  to  prove,  the  Graces  rove, 

Behold  a  lovely  sample. 

Tuira,  &c. 


Life’s  ups  and  downs — Dame  Fortune’s  frowns 
No  Scottish  child  is  worn  with  : 

For  ’tis  a  truth,  that  in  his  mouth 

/ 

A  silver  spoon  he’s  born  with. 

So  I  decide,  whoe’er’s  my  bride, 

The  South’s  the  land  to  wed  in, 

But  that  Macloons  may  all  have  spoons, 

The  North’s  the  place  to  bed  in. 


Tuira,  Ac. 


[Exit. 


j.. 
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SCENE  IV.  and  Last . 


/2 


The  interior  of  King  James's  Palace*  — A  throne  in 

the  centre .  Music  .—Guards  in  attendance. 

- .  ... "•!»■  .1.  «-  — - - 

Enter  Nobles, ^La dies,  and  Attendants ,  range 

themselves  on  each  side  of  the  throne ;  then 
enter_the  Knight^of  Snowdoun,  leadingln 
Ellen. — All  are  uncovered. 

Snowd.  Nay,  be  of  heart,  sweet  suppliant  !  Is 
King  James’s  gallantry  so  little  famed,  that  love¬ 
liness,  like  thine,  need  tremble  to  approach 
him  ? 


Ellen,  ’lis  the  divinity  of.  Majesty,  ’tis  his 
mercy  I  implore!  {Flourish  without.)  Ah1  he 
comes !  /  £? 

Snowd.  No,  these  are  warlike  sounds. 

^  uitt  [without .)  Room  for  the  prisoner  ! 

Snowd.  Prisoner!  My  duty  calls  me  a  moment 

from  thee— Be  near  the  throne ;  there  shine  in 
native  lustre,  the  fairest  of  the  courtly  train. 

■S/ieretires  u£  the  slag^  and  mixes  udth  the 
Ladies,  of  the.  court. ,  who  notice  and,  con¬ 
verse.  mth  tier,  y?  lZ  J? 

(The  Knight  or  Snowboun  looks  out.) 

Snowd.  Mar’s  victorious  troops!  Ah'  that 

•  daring  outlaw  vanquished!  The  hour  of  retribu- 
tion  is  at  hand  ! 
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Enter  Roderick,  guarded  lnj_  Earl  Mar  and 

Soldiers.  xfV  £? 


Mar !  I  envy  thee  the  blow,  that  brought  this 
rebel  to  the  dust  !  (Roderick  smiles.)  What, 
scornful !  sullen ! — unbending  to  the  last ! 

Rod.  Humility  and  penitence  I  offer  only  to 
that  throne,  before  which,  e’en  kings  must 
tremble ! 

Snowd.  *And  well  may  he  be  victim  of  such 
terrors,  who  fought  not  at  bright  honour’s  call, 
or  to  promote  his  country’s  welfare ;  but  per¬ 
verting,  and  misleading  those,  who,  else,  con¬ 
tending  ’gainst  the  foreign  foe,  in  glorious  com¬ 
bat  for  their  native  rights,  had  merited  reward, 
and  not  the  vengeance  of  insulted  laws. 

Rod.  This  is  court  gratitude!  this  is  neutral 
ground !  Look  at  my  defenceless  side,  and  blush 
for  shame !  Had  not  Mar’s  troops  environed 
thee  in  arms,  as  closely  as  they  now  do  me  a 
prisoner,  haply  this  taunting  had  been  spared 


Jjll§/ere  Ellen  turning  from  the  Ladies  of  the 
court ,  sees  Roderick  for  the  first  time . 
ancTshows  much  agitation. 

— . . .  U  ■  tmmamSv 

(%  Snowd.  Presumptuous  traitor!  dar’st  thou  in¬ 
sinuate  I  shunned  the  contest?  or  courted  adven¬ 
titious  aid  ?  I  own,  with  valour,  worthy  of  a  bet¬ 
ter  cause,  waving  all  succour  from  surrounding 
bands,  you  boldly  dared  me  to  a  single  fight ! 
Take  back,  then,  what  you  gave  ; — as  man  to 
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man  will  I  renew  the  combat,  and  die,  or  con¬ 
quer,  as  this  arm  shall  aid  me. 

Rod.  I  thank, — I  honour  thee !  Now  for  a 
soldier’s  triumph,  or  a  soldier’s  grave !  ( Truing 

to  snatch  a  sword  out  of  one  of  the  guard's 
hands.) 

( N  OBLEs^advancing  and  interfering . ) 

Nobles.  Away  with  him  to  instant  death  ! 
y^Jr*  Ellen.  { Catching  hold  of  Snowdoun.)  Hold  ! 
— one  moment !  plead  for  me !  spare  my  friend  ! 
my  hero !  (Snowdoun  looks  at  them  with  indig¬ 
nant  surprise .)  Where  is  the  King?  My  cries 
shall  reach  the  inmost  chambers  of  his  palace ! 
I  demand  an  audience ! 

Snowd.  Ellen !  have  thy  wish  ! 

The  croton  being  placed  on  a  cushion ,  % 

p u ts  it  on,  and  the  robes  being  instantly 
thrown  round  him,  he  seats  himself  on  the 
tErone. ^Trumpets  sound — harps  strike  the 
"  chord  of  triumph. — Ellen  shrieks ,  then 
toFlering  ‘‘towards  the  King,  falls  on  her 
knee ,  tremblingly  holding  out  the  ring. 

Ellen.  Behold  thy  signet.  King!  The  boon 
I  supplicate  is  Roderick’s  life !-— Rejected,  injured, 

•  noble  Roderick,  who  fought  but  to  restore  my 
exiled  race!  And,  think  not,  Monarch,  you 
behold  the  prisoner  of  Mar’s  valour !  No ;  for, 
having  conquered  in  my  brother’s  cause,  he  ran- 
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somed  my  loved  father’s  life,  by  yielding  up  his 
own!  And  shall  my  Sovereign  forego  his  pity, 
his  pledge  ?  He  cannot,  will  not !  In  those 
gracious  looks,  Vich  Alpine’s  freedom  is  pro¬ 
claimed  ; — and  Ellen’s  gratitude  to  Snowdoun  s 
Knight  is  rendered  tenfold  by  great  Scotland  s 


King. 


J ames  leaves  the  throne ,  silently  raises  Ellen, 
and  crosses  to  Mar. — Roderick  Jiies  to 
Ellen.  * 


Mar.  (To^ James.)  My  liege,  >is  true.— Sur¬ 
rendering  himself  to  rescue  Douglas,  we  hailed 
the  noble  prize,  and  brought  him  to  endure  his 
monarch’s  vengeance. 

James.  ( After  a  pause.)  And  he  shall  feel  it! 


Fetters  and  Warder  for  Sir  Roderick! — (To 
Ellen)  Those  treacherous  eyes  shall  behold  me 
enchaining  and  enslaving  him.  (Apart.)  That 
foe’s  subdued,  but  there  are  foes  within,  that 
kings  must  also  conquer.— — It  is  accomplished — 
Rise,  and  rejoice  !  the  lover’s  pride  is  in  the  mo¬ 
narch’s  lost. — Thus  Snowdoun’s  Knight  redeems 
his  signet  ring,  and  thus  enthrals,  with  galling 
chains,  a  misguided,  but  noble-hearted  Chief¬ 
tain. 


Places  a  golden  chain  round  Roderick’s 
neck ,  and  puts  Ellen’s  hand  on  the  extre¬ 
mity  of  it. 

EllenT Speak!  Roderick,  speak!  tears  pre¬ 
vent  me. 

Rod.  Now  I,  indeed,  am  conquered!  (Falls 
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C  at  James’s  feet.)  Behold  the  vanquished  Rode- 
^  rick  at  thy  feet,  happier  far  in  the  calm  moment 
of  submission,  than  in  the  frenzy  of  opposing 
thee!  Rude,  unenlightened  on  my  distant  hills, 
my  Sovereign’s  virtues  were  unknown  !  but  now, 
(rises)  I  will  proclaim  them,  King! — Throughout 
our  Highlands  shall  thy  name  resound,  and  with 
your  peers,  Clan  Alpine’s  sons  shall  vie  to  guard 
that  happy  land,  which  boasts  a  merciful  and 
patriot  king. 

Jamfs.  Now  crown  me  with  the  soldier’s  proud¬ 
est  laurel ;  for  I’ve  destroyed  a  foe,  by  making 
him  a  friend. 

Ellen.  Father!  ( Runs  to  meet  Douglas.) 


'  **  Enter  Douglas,  young  Douglas,  and  Attendants . 

Doug.  Is  it,  then,  permitted  me  again  to  offer 
the  devotions  of  a  loyal  heart  ?  (Kneels.) 

James.  Earl  Douglas,  rise  to  thy  Sovereign’s 
arms.  (Embracing  hi?n.)  The  harsh  test  of  ad¬ 


versity  has  proved  thy  loyalty  and  truth.  As  the 
people’s  idol,  thy  enemies  taught  me  to  dread 
thee ;  but  experience  has  shown,  that  the  breast, 
which  glows  with  the  pure  flame  of  genuine  free¬ 
dom,  will  never  prove  its  monarch’s  foe.  With 
pomp  and  revelry  prepare  the  marriage  feast,  and 
haply,  in  after  times,  some  native  minstrel  may, 
to  the  northern  harp’s  inspiring  chime,  record,  in 
deathless  song,  the  adventurous  errantry  of  Snow- 
doun’s  Knight. 
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FINALE. 


Now  our  Monarch’s  hopes  are  crown’d, 
Strike  your  harps,  your  trumpets  sound, 
While  joyous  we 
The  union  see 
Of  loyalty  and  liberty. 


t(  ft .  A*'-  j  _ 
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